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Resumo

Esta dissertação tem como objectivo explorar o conceito de metamorfose como uma ferramenta de sublimação do carácter e da identidade, num contexto literário e filosófico. Através de actos de transgressão e violência, as personagens das histórias exploradas partem do convencional e acabam por se transformar em algo estranho, num outro, que efectivamente desafia um entendimento rígido da identidade e do auto-desenvolvimento. Explorando teorias literárias e filosóficas que se tendem a envolver com os aspectos mais proibitivos e obscuros da natureza humana e da natureza do real, o meu objectivo é criar um discurso audaz e aberto à complexidade que estes assuntos antecipam, e dessa forma ver o que há para ver, abraçando as ligações e implicações que dai advenham.  
	A minha investigação centra-se sobre a obra de Thomas Harris The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy (2001), especificamente na personagem de Hannibal Lecter, uma personagem rica na sua complexidade e frequentemente mal interpretada devido à sua monstruosidade. Para chegar a conclusões relevantes sobre Hannibal, passo por três etapas que me parecem essenciais. Em primeiro lugar, discuto o género do Gótico literário a partir do livro de Matthew Lewis The Monk (1796); em segundo lugar, debruço-me sobre o  conceito de metamorfose tal como foi trabalhado por Ovídio em Metamorfoses; por fim, reflito sobre a teoria do sobrehumano de Nietzsche a partir de Assim Falou Zaratustra (1891).
	A passagem por estas três etapas, à partida não necessariamente relacionadas, justifica-se pela minha vontade de compreender Hannibal Lector à luz da abordagem da histoire croisée, tal como foi desenvolvida por Werner e Zimmerman (2006), e também da ideia de reading formation avançada por Tony Bennett (1983). A interligação entre estes campos de pensamento diferentes que procuro desenvolver na minha pesquisa tem como objectivo a criação de um novo tipo de discurso sobre metamorfose e identidade, vendo os textos e as personagems – de facto a vida em si – como uma série de sistemas infinitamente complexos que obedecem uma lógica de ligações e transformações constantes.

Palavras chave: metamorfose; identidade; gótico; devir; sobrehumano; transgressão.


Abstract

The goal of this dissertation is to explore the concept of metamorphosis as a tool towards the sublimation of character and identity. Through acts of fundamental transgression and violence, characters in stories progress from conventionality into a state of otherness that challenges a rigid understanding of identity and self-development. By exploring theories of philosophy and literature that cavort with the most forbidding and dark aspects of human nature and the nature of the real, I aim to create a discourse that is fearless and open to the complexity which such subjects often anticipate; to see what there is to be seen, and to welcome the connections and implications that follow.
	My research centres on Thomas Harris’s The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy (2001), specifically around the character of Hannibal Lecter, a character that is both very rich in its complexity and often misunderstood because of his monstrosity. To help me perform this analysis, I go through three different approaches which I find essential. The first one is the Gothic literary genre based on Matthew Lewis’s The Monk (1796); the second is Ovid’s exploration of identity and transformation in Metamorphoses (8 AD); lastly, Nietzsche’s theory of the overhuman and the will to power as it is discussed in Thus Spoke Zarathustra (1891). 
	The utilisation of these three different approaches, which are initially seemingly unrelated, is justified by my need to understand Hannibal in light of the histoire croisée theory, as it is put forth by Werner and Zimmerman (2006), and also Bennett’s ideas on reading formations (1983). The interrelation of the different fields that I bring together in my research creates a new discourse on metamorphosis and identity by viewing texts and characters - indeed life itself - as infinitely complex systems of connections and change.

Keywords: metamorphosis; identity; Gothic; becoming; overhuman; transgression.
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Introduction

A 1991 New York magazine article titled “The Silence of the Writer” asks the following question: “He has two thrillers on the best-seller list and a hit movie. So why doesn’t anybody know anything about Thomas Harris?” (Hoban, 1991: 48). It is indeed a striking fact that the author whose The Silence of the Lambs (1988) was on the New York Times paperback-bestseller list for 24 weeks after its publication, along with his previous novel Red Dragon (1981) making another run for the third position on that list, is so little of a public figure. “It’s true that I don’t do interviews,” the author himself states, “And I haven’t in fifteen years. I think it’s better to try and put everything in the books, you know” (Hoban, 1991: 48). 
Considering that these books were very popular, and that the author refused to comment on them, millions of readers were left to grapple with the meaning of their content. Hannibal Lecter is a cannibal but also has a brilliant mind. We see him at first as the caged subterranean monster of whom we are afforded but a few glimpses throughout the books. Then we see how he manages freedom in the streets of Florence, elegant but predatory as always. Throughout the trilogy, he remains a daunting, Luciferian figure of an indefinability and complexity which often remains unexplored, except for the graphic content of his more malodorous predilections. He’s both very charming and very violent, and it seems as if that contradiction has never really been fully explained, never really resolved except to term it (and his identity herewith) whimsical and grotesque, or – even worse – to reductively term him just a monster. 
The plurality and content of who Hannibal is is difficult to handle, for to make sense of him is to travel to a land of ambiguity which is mostly uncomfortable, in my view because he is uncanny, both alien and familiar. His transgressive and rebellious nature attracts readers despite his monstrosity, much like Milton’s Satan did in Paradise Lost (1667), as Satan’s remarkable rhetoric results in the considerable undermining of religious authority of which God is the main figure, creating, once more, a sense of ambiguity and transgression that is both artistically and intellectually attractive. 
Stephen King, in his 1999 Hannibal book review for the New York Times, called the character of Hannibal Lecter “the great fictional monster of our time.” In striving to understand what this entails, I will effect an exploration of The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy. My motivation to perform this study stems as much from personal curiosity and taste, as from the belief that these books, although they seem to have been written with the intention of creating a thrill ride rather than the essay in the story, are actually playing into a legacy which is rich and centuries old. This legacy, in essence, concerns itself with an exploration of the forbidden and forbidding aspects of human nature which are all too often taboo, but whose artistic and intellectual merit warrant a thorough investigation.
 	Not only were the books an immense success upon publication, they continued to captivate the public’s attention in cinematic adaptations, such as Jonathan Demme’s critically acclaimed The Silence of the Lambs (1991), as well as most recently the television series Hannibal (2013-2015). It is remarkable how Anthony Hopkins’ interpretation of Hannibal Lecter has become the staple of how the character is perceived, suave and sleek looking, and how it differs from Mads Mikkelsen’s more modern and histrionic approach, now with a quite extensive reworking of the writing, an extra step of distance from the original work. Another piece of considerable rewrite comes with the movie adaptation of the third book, directed by Ridley Scott in 2001, where the ending is fundamentally altered to make it more palatable, one assumes, to movie-going audiences. Although Paul Krendler still remains the victim of an elaborate dinner, where one of the main dishes is his brain, very well prepared no doubt, with Hannibal hosting and Clarice as the main guest, it is the crucial moment where Clarice decides to eat human flesh right alongside Hannibal, thus signalling her release from conventional moral restraints and a pure becoming, that is altered and left out. In the movie version, she is morally disgusted at the idea of partaking in the meal, and ultimately tries to apprehend Hannibal again, having secretly called for backup. This ending is inadequate and incomplete, in my view, as it sidesteps the complexity of the original work and of its message, because there is no growth in Clarice. In the book, she does partake of the flesh of a human being, someone she despises, who indeed stands for everything despicable in her life, the very symbol of male (and also paternal) oppression which she needed to shrug off in order to become herself, freely, wholly. She needed that act in order to trigger her awesome metamorphosis, and the books go to great lengths to show her transformation, whereas the movies ultimately resist it.
	In the series we find the writing team has taken considerable liberties with the original material, making it much longer and wholly different. Hannibal remains suave and sleek, and also a murderer and a cannibal, and he still strikes an impressive figure, now dressed quite flamboyantly, lavishly even. The emphasis now is more visual and graphic. Whereas in the books we barely even hear or see any great detail of Hannibal’s cannibalism and murder, with a few meaningful exceptions, such as the aforementioned final dinner scene, in the series we find considerable stylistic expressions of his monstrosity, beautifully composed murder scenes to our hearts delight straight from the minds of contemporary imagination. This makes even the scenes where he is simply cooking, also quite extravagantly – an extravagance which follows down to his very exotic choice of dishes – look positively savage. There is almost a sense of hysteria in the excess which composes the fundamental aesthetics of the series, as if the essence of the books has been amped up to maximum volume. 
While it would be captivating to study the adaptations themselves, I have chosen in this regard to adopt as the main corpus The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy (2005). I have decided not to include the fourth book Hannibal Rising (2006), as I find it reduces the wonderful complexity of Hannibal by having him explained and defined and even justified, a complexity that has been constructed so carefully in the previous three books. The following review phrases it accurately and humorously:

The doctor himself was famously insistent on this (...) point in “The Silence of the Lambs,” stating that “nothing happened to me, Officer Starling. I happened. You can’t reduce me to a set of influences.” The new book is just such a reduction. Were it the kind of reduction that Lecter, a fine cook, prepares in “Hannibal” as a juniper-tinged sauce for his grilled tenderloin, it would slip down nicely. But all we get is influences, beginning with the loss of home and family, plus the implication that these were the making, or the warping, of Hannibal Lecter. If that were logically the case, then anyone who witnessed or endured savagery in the Second World War would be doomed to revisit its terrors on the peacetime world. Half of Europe, even now, would be dining off the other half. Hitherto, the champions of Lecter have ascribed to him a core of monstrosity, no more malleable than a diamond, and native to him alone; if so, it is brushed aside and squandered by the uncovering of his past. With “Hannibal Rising,” we watch the legend sink. (Lane, 2006)

In order to approach these books, and to try and understand the character of Hannibal Lecter, I have chosen three major approaches which I find parallel the main focus of the trilogy: the idea of becoming and transformation. In this sense, metamorphosis has become my central and overarching theme which I will use to try and make sense of the character of Hannibal and the way he relates to others. I will be applying to the corpus my research of the Gothic literary genre, taking into account Matthew Lewis’s The Monk (1796), the perspective of Ovid’s Metamorphoses (8 AD) and Nietzsche’s theory, having as a basis his book Thus Spoke Zarathustra (1883). It is by a combination of their influence, coupled with the idea that influence is all-pervasive and without bounds, that I hope to establish a coherent argument. It is in this that the concept of metamorphosis can help. Not only is the preoccupation with transformation present in the main trilogy and in the three major fields, it is also used to ground the discussion in the terms which are necessary in order for meaning to be more adequately and deeply acquired. 
 	Metamorphosis is more than just a literary device, it is a conceptual tool designed to help give shape to the world as we know it. In its most literal sense, it is a physical and chemical process, but where it becomes interesting to me is when it pertains to the development of a sense of identity and becoming. All things aim to express themselves, to understand what they are or who they are, which is both a psychological need and a biological imperative. This is the complex power of metamorphosis, as it gives shape to the world through our perception. By being able to perceive change, the change that occurs constantly in and between all things, we are able to perceive difference, and this enables us to create an identity in relation to the world and to previous versions of ourselves. In this manner, we perceive distance, shape, taste, pain and pleasure, the veritable tools of reality. 
Immersed in this reality, we are faced with an overwhelming number of influences and are thus confronted with decisions, which have to be dealt with. This process helps to define character. This is true for people and it is true for fictional characters. They escape from the mind of the writer and assume a life of their own, where their actions always carry consequence. We are changed all the time, from the very miracle of our birth, through adulthood and responsibility, to the tragedy of our deaths​[1]​. Transformation has been with us since the very beginning. It defines us where otherwise there might be an indistinguishable mass, amorphous, inert and meaningless. Actions give meaning to existence, decisions carry real, inescapable consequences, and transformation instantaneously follows. We often perceive change to be a long and painful process, but perhaps what often lags is our perception of change, as opposed to its actual duration. I would argue that we change immediately, in the time it takes to make a decision. It is accepting and living with the consequences of that decision that constitutes the long and painful process.
	Throughout my dissertation, I aim to elaborate on this contemplation of the subject of metamorphosis and the actions which make us or break us. One such action which is very strident, even if absolutely obscure, is cannibalism. Cannibalism, literally and metaphorically, is, in essence, the idea of influence (or pressure) cast from one character onto another, or one force to another, where one consumes the other and both are changed because of it. Cannibalism, possibly the greatest taboo in civilized human society, is an immeasurably dark act with often only the most dire of consequences, for both parties. A motive so dark indeed, that the cannibal might wonder for himself who is truly being eaten in this process, which is to say who is being finally destroyed and stripped of meaning. Either way, an act of such significant violence as cannibalism is an act of transgression, and whatever the end result may be, the perpetrator of this violence must invariably suffer change. The extreme nature of this, and other acts of transgression, allows for a richer, more concentrated human experience, making it a very interesting and meaningful subject to study.
This idea of metamorphosis is fundamental to my methodology, which might be regarded as non-linear and complex. I endeavoured to combine fields seemingly unrelated into a cohesive whole that became something else entirely, something new. In that sense, the methodology itself is part of the argument, its different approach tries to assert a view of knowledge which is limitless and fluid, open. It became evident that the desire to bring together these different fields required something more flexible than a linear reading, for the character of Hannibal himself resists any linear or consecutive interpretation. Just as one thing is never wholly contained in itself, but is subject to an endless array of perspectives and influences, I reasoned, the same must be true for Hannibal. How could I best bring out what I saw as the essence of my object of study intelligently, and make explicit the connections which I intuitively saw between all of these fields of research in their full complexity? The answer lay in the histoire croisée methodology, developed in the essay “Beyond Comparison: Histoire Croisée and the Challenge of Reflexivity” by Michael Werner and Bénédicte Zimmermann (2006). It consists of a novel approach designed to cater more comprehensively to the necessities of objects of study, and is based on the concepts of fundamental interconnectivity and multidisciplinary approach. The authors of the essay define it thus: 

Histoire croisée is concerned as much with the novel and original elements produced by the intercrossing as with the way in which it affects each of the “intercrossed” parties, which are assumed to remain identifiable, even if in altered form. 
	(...) To investigate relational configurations that are active and asymmetrical, as well as the labile and evolving nature of things and situations, to scrutinize not only novelty but also change, is one of the aims of histoire croisée. Instead of an analytical model – which would result in a static view of things – our aim is on the contrary to articulate various dimensions and place them into movement; this requires a toolbox that, while integrating the well-tested methodological contributions of the comparative approach and transfer studies, makes it possible to apprehend in a more satisfactory way the complexity of a composite and plural world in motion, and thereby the fundamental question of change.
	(...) The relational, interactive, and process-oriented dimensions of histoire croisée lead to a multiplicity of possible intercrossings. (2006: 38-9)

This is the essence of the question which I wished to approach. 
While conducting my research for the dissertation, I saw connections of an extremely dynamic nature that, essentially, helped to compose a far richer picture of who Hannibal Lecter is, or could be, and it felt like my task was one of showing these connections first, and let the consequences speak for themselves. There is much more to be said about the histoire croisée method, but I was predominantly interested in this question of multiplicity, of considerable influence and dynamism, and of course the fundamental consequences of change. Change is the very topic of my research, change is what I sought after in my readings, and the gathering of elements which enabled that change to be made visible, and inevitable it was my calling: to see what there is to be seen, even if the ultimate result is that I simply tap at something bigger than myself intellectually, so much so that the implications are but briefly scratched, with whole fields of meaning yet left to be harnessed. 
To acknowledge the complexity of the very subjects which I wished to broach, even the idea of meaning and how it is to be gotten had to be challenged for me. As Tony Bennett explains “[m]eaning is a transitive phenomenon. It is not a thing that texts can have, but it is something that can only be produced, and always differently, within the reading formations that regulate the encounters between texts and readers” (1983: 8). A naturally evasive process of acquisition and identification, with multiple interpretations possible simultaneously, seemed finally to demand an open minded approach that pressed me to integrate information and perspectives in ways that I had not considered before. 
The goal was to embrace the whole of the subject indiscriminately and to process as much of it as I could, as harmoniously as I could, a sort of intellectual cannibalism that fundamentally alters the researcher. The diversity of the meal and the end goal of integrating it into a single body is what made the process captivating and effective. 
One of the results of the Frankensteinian process of agglomerating meaning I opted for is that, theoretically, one should be able to read the chapters regardless of the order in which they were written and are disposed. The chapters stand independently, but if read together they become something more, they are strengthened by the connections, made something greater. The necessity of this gimmick is that there is no real hierarchy of knowledge, and all barriers are artificial. Spatially conceived, the three approaches previously mentioned each occupy an equally important role in helping me define the subject of my research: Hannibal Lecter. Thus, I first thought of them as a triangle, each angle inextricably linked with the other, giving meaning to a new form, whose meaning in itself is representational but complex, bigger than just the sum of its individual parts. But it quickly became apparent that this unseen complexity is an inevitable part of the equation that must be acknowledged, and so I realized that it was not on the geometric figure of the triangle that I should rely on, but on the tetrahedron, a triangle with three dimensions. In this manner, all three angles converge and focus into a single point, effectively becoming something new. Again, it is not that the angles, or the approaches, do not stand on their own. It is that once seen together, they naturally create something bigger than themselves, and that complexity, even geometrically, must be accepted and considered. 
I have also come to think of the methodology of this dissertation as the Hydra, a three-headed beast which is bound to a single body. The heads are independent, to a certain extent, but they are also inextricably linked. And were one to undertake an Herculean effort and succeed in cutting one of the heads off of the body, two heads will simply grow in its stead: an important reminder that the more one attempts to squash or circumscribe meaning, or even to dig deep and search for its essential questions, the more one is confronted with a complexity that is unending. In that sense, perhaps by approaching the connections themselves, and by understanding the consequence of knowledge itself (with its inherent complications), we can arrive at some sense of meaning which we can use to think critically on whatever subject we desire. Relying on the rationale behind the histoire croisée approach, I subscribe to Werner and Zimmermann’s view that“[i]ntercrossing thus appears as a structuring cognitive activity that, through various acts of framing, shapes a space of understanding” (2006: 39). To create this space of understanding is the goal. 
The first chapter of this dissertation focuses on placing Hannibal within the Gothic tradition. There is a clear parallel between the Gothic literary genre and the idea of transgressive behaviour, and ominous aesthetics, even a predilection for the forbidden and the taboo, and this is expressed in the decisions that the characters make and their consequences, and how it reflects upon them in their fundamental identity. Here I resort to Matthew Lewis’s The Monk to contextualize the Gothic genre, and to show how the Hannibal Lecter trilogy is part of a legacy originating from it. Transformation is a major obsession of the Gothic, therefore it seemed only fitting that I explore it with some consideration. This has led me to formulate the research question on which the chapter is based: How does a comparison between The Monk and the Hannibal Lecter trilogy help place it within the tradition of the gothic novel? In this chapter, I thus offer a Gothic reading of Hannibal.
The second chapter approaches Ovid and The Metamorphoses, and compares the character of Pygmalion to Hannibal Lecter. In Ovid’s poems I found a cosmological, as well as a biological contemplation on the nature of reality which is very encompassing and very open to the natural complexity which it seems to crave. Ovid peruses the nature of desire in humanity (and indirectly the Gods) very deliberately, a desire which more often than not drinks too deeply from its own cup and falls into uncontrollable excess. Acts of disruptive violence immediately follow from the first pages of the total poem, thus signifying a departure from conventional literature of the time into a sort of literature that does not shy away from the obscene and the grotesque, inevitably linked with the beautiful. In the midst of this wanton and exciting iniquity, a short description of a man of great talent and sensitivity comes up which quite handsomely parallels with Hannibal Lecter, particularly in what regards Ovid’s main preoccupation with his grand poem: very crudely, the way our passions shape us and transform us, and in turn the objects of our passion. This felt like the vital clue towards understanding Hannibal Lecter especially in regard to his relationship with Clarice. The question this chapter aims to answer then is: How does a comparison between Ovid’s Pygmalion and Hannibal help to interpret Hannibal’s metamorphosis and his relationship to Clarice (and Misha)? This is an interpretation of the process of metamorphosis granted by an Ovidian reading of Hannibal.
The third chapter offers an analysis of Nietzsche’s theory of the overhuman and other related concepts, and justifies the plausibility of using these concepts to understand Hannibal. Nietzsche’s philosophy is very much concerned with the nature of life and the role of humanity in it. Nietzsche’s contemplations on identity, and the principal moving mechanisms which propels life onward, are invaluable in establishing a reading of Hannibal which accounts for his status as Other, as a foreign entity. Hannibal’s monstrosity is evident throughout the books, but so is his quality, his power. My concern with the significance of this has led me to explore how Hannibal has governed himself, his past, his present and his future; what he has undergone and what he has done in order to be who he is, whatever that might be (and that is precisely the question). The implications of his character are not immediately obvious; we just infer them due to his frightening character. But accepting that he is different and that he is complex, and that he has undergone a significant process of transformation in order to have acquired such differentiation, seems to beg the question of what then is the end result of his process of metamorphosis? What are the consequences of his becoming? Nietzsche provides a theory that is most helpful in this regard, so perhaps the real question this chapter builds on is: How do the notions of Nietzsche’s overhuman and the Will to Power help give meaning to Hannibal’s final becoming? This will be an exploration of all that he has become, perhaps the purpose of his process of transformation, through a Nietzschean reading of the books.
In the concluding chapter I address the issue of interconnectivity between the different approaches and ultimately deal with, or give shape to, the tetrahedron and the possible significance of the methodology in context. The conclusion will show how the three chapters can be unified and led through both by the focus on the character of Hannibal Lecter and the theme of Metamorphosis and Becoming, and of course the relation between the theme and the subject. To ultimately signify the approximation between the three different approaches and the subject and theme, in the concluding chapter I aim to offer my perspective on what I established as the general overarching research question of my dissertation: as a literary device, how do Hannibal Lecter’s metamorphoses come to represent the tragic paradox of intelligence through the sublimation of violence? And here, while hoping to have somehow contributed to the disentanglement of Thomas Harris’s trilogy, I acknowledge and celebrate the limitations of my research: as the Histoire Croisée’s approach demonstrates, there are still many stories to be told, many angles to be unveiled, but it is precisely this that makes literature and research on literature so appealing. 

1. Hannibal Lecter and the Gothic Tradition

1.1 The Monk: A Romance and Transformation
In 1796, the English author and diplomat Matthew G. Lewis published The Monk: A Romance, a story of a capuchin monk in Madrid named Ambrosio who, in the pursuit of personal holiness, falls prey to human desire which, on account of a life of privation, leads to tremendous excess, much like the idea of a gate that once opened leads to a flood. Being quite extensive, the novel has many characters; besides the main plot, that of the fall of Ambrosio, it also offers a subplot, a story of love and daring rescue of a more traditional vein. In spite of this, I have chosen to focus on the main plot primarily, due to the nature of my line of argument. I aim to identify the elements which make The Monk one of the most prominent Gothic novels, in a general sense, and then to bring it into relation with the actual main corpus of my thesis: The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy. This is not to say that The Monk is not important per se​[2]​; indeed, its contribution to the development of a style of writing and symbolic representation is so great that it can be marked as the formal origin point of a brand new style of aesthetics in literature, the horror aesthetics (McEvoy, 2008: 14). This helped cement the novel in the history of great literary works, though it was also aided by falling in the good graces of the general public of the time and it knew a considerable commercial success, including theatre adaptations, despite a divergence of opinion amongst critics (Gamer, 2002: 86-8; McEvoy, 2008: 10). Its success was also due to the birth of a critical, even satirical, sense of self-appreciation, which helped to shape part of the animus of the then emerging Gothic tradition.
 	On this topic of the tradition of the Gothic novel we can discern two forms of expression in England at the time, the terror aesthetic created by Ann Radcliffe and the horror aesthetic shaped by Matthew Lewis (Hogle, 2002: 3). Radcliffean terror seeks to inspire dread and anxiety through the suggestion of frightening things: a well-timed moan that echoes through the halls; perhaps some unkind spirit who does not mean the frequently feminine protagonists well; or the sight of a suggestive shadow spreading across the distance, signifying an impending doom which may or may not come, bringing out the hidden fears of the characters in the novels. Yet we find that, by the end of the novel, all mysteries are explained away, and some sense of normality is restored. The reader will be more than content with the meaningful succession of hints of devilry without ever having to truly face them. Terror, then, is like an indirect threat which roams menacingly around the edges, without ever really sinking its teeth into you. Matthew Lewis’s particular brand of horror is, as Robert Miles emphasizes in his essay “The 1790s: the effulgence of Gothic,” defined by its “transgressive excess” (2002: 52). He unmercifully forces all fears to become literal realities, so that, for instance, the concept of being tempted by the Devil is no mere moral device to keep the well-meaning ‘flock’ from going astray, but an actual reality, as seen in the book when the Devil manipulates Ambrosio into selling his soul. The characters go from facing mere temptation into actual spiritual judgment, with very real consequences. In The Monk, desires and contradictions are manifested vigorously with no obvious explanation to place them within the comforting realm of the familiar, so that the human ‘saint’ who ought to be moral, unfailingly, is revealed to have very common, but overpowering, appetites. There is no real sanctuary to be found from the crushing of suspense which veers us from the mere suspicion of evil into its literalisation, no pleasure to be had, except, perhaps, by those who enjoy the crushing feeling itself, the dissolution of traditional meaning to which only extreme ideas are open, to great and powerful effect. 
The character of Ambrosio is quite important to demonstrate these effects. The novel, reviled at the time for its indecency, immorality and, even worse, its irreligiousness (McEvoy, 2008: 8), is nonetheless important to our more secular times in the sense that it pokes fun at the inadequacy of the human spirit to conform to its own, artificial sense of duty (TM, 8)​[3]​. It is as if the novel says that we have been naughty, but if only we would admit to it we would all be happier for it and a lot less surprised when our passions inevitably surge up, like a corpse in shallow water. Deranged conflicts emerge between the clash of what we ought to be, and what we are, of which Ambrosio is a stellar example. By taking a moment to appreciate the transformation that he went through, his very serious metamorphosis, we might be left with a sense of what I am arguing for. Also, by understanding the histrionic and idiosyncratic Gothic conventions which Lewis practiced in his The Monk, we will hopefully gain a greater understanding of the concept of the horror aesthetic and how it relates with some of the other Gothic novels which came after it. 
A sensationalist masterpiece par excellence (Miles, 2002: 53), The Monk’s Gothic features become prominent in the emotions and their consequences which drive the narrative inexorably onwards. Despite employing what we now call traditional Gothic conventions, like portraying the story in an exotic context, Madrid, or featuring the tremendous fear of the past, in this case embodied by the Inquisition (the bogeymen of the 18th century), or even life-shattering scenarios like the threat of female rape, the book itself stands out by being transgressive even within the conventions of the genre. It breaks all societal norms, especially the ones which would be taboo to break (McEvoy, 2008: 19), and even ruptures Gothic ones in the process. As the review in The British Critic famously says, The Monk contains “[l]ust, murder, incest, and every atrocity that can disgrace human nature, brought together, without the apology of probability, or even possibility, for their introduction” (apud idem, 7). It is apparent that Lewis was trying to achieve an effect, to force us to go to a place where conventional values are challenged, or rendered simply ineffective. As mentioned before, he literalises fears, a technique which would become the staple of other excellent Gothic novels throughout the times (along with the unshakable sense of doubt and uncertainty, a mood of pervading grim foreboding, of threat and fear, and so forth), so that the threat of female rape becomes actual rape, in this instance an event also coupled with matricide and incest. 
In The Monk, it is Ambrosio, the saint of Madrid, the “Confessor to all the chief families” (TM, 239), who commits these great crimes. This is an apparently insoluble contradiction, for how is it possible that a man with such prestige and integrity collapses so fantastically, so completely? At the beginning of the book, he is seen with nothing but admiration, fear and awe by the crowds of his solemn lectures. His stern but noble figure and his heavenly oratory seem like the adequate gifts to a soul which is pure. We perceive no real obvious deception either, no ill-will from Ambrosio from the start, though there is certainly a conflict, born from very human impulses.

The monks having attended their Abbot to the door of his Cell, He dismissed them with an air of conscious superiority, in which Humility’s semblance combated with the reality of pride. He was no sooner alone, than He gave free loose to the indulgence of his vanity.
(…) ‘Who,’ thought He; ‘Who but myself has passed the ordeal of Youth, yet sees no single stain upon his conscience?’ (idem, 39-40)

In the novel, the literal existence of Lucifer, the Fallen Angel himself, is needed to plot against the soul of Ambrosio, who seems like a fundamentally good human being. It is as though by the end of the novel, the message is that it was not Ambrosio who was wicked, or the Church that raised him inadequately to the task of being decent, but the Devil who was simply too cunning. It is an interesting mechanism that the justification of Ambrosio’s fall is found to be somewhat acceptable, even somewhat conventional, in all its grotesque inconvenience, when it is sound logic to credit the Devil with laying such skilful traps for the unsuspecting Ambrosio, even if in the process Lewis created a narrative which might be considered to lack a sense of propriety. Despite the use of some quite explicit moments of irreligiousness, laden with a sense of humour which was definitely a faux pas at the time, it was at least partially conceivable as long as some grand, blatantly evil figure eventually took the real blame. Curiously, Lewis himself sketches another, more secular, explanation for Ambrosio’s fall. Just as he conveys that the Devil ensnares Ambrosio with a myriad of temptations, he also explicitly claims that the fact of Ambrosio’s upbringing by the Church is what has robbed him of all real noble qualities, such as courage and critical thinking, that would have otherwise landed him in a more heroic role, such as a leader of armies, or even of the nation (TM, 236-9). So it is not just the Devil who is to blame, but also a moral system, an institution. A whole lifestyle is deemed questionable, one which vies to repress systematically all the good qualities of Ambrosio which are seen in the book, like his innate courage, his critical thinking and spirit of innovation. These are the qualities repressed by fear and insecurity and an inculcated sense of obeisance, obedience without question. How interesting that it is this operation that sketches a plot very much in parallel with the Devil’s own manipulative tactics, at least in the end result of diverting Ambrosio from his best self. 
 	However, it is the secular explanation which I find more chilling, and more coherent with the nature of the book, for it is human inadequacy, violence, passion, and transgressive zeal, not symbolic evils, which make the horror aesthetic truly come alive and express a meaning which was before hidden. Such exemplary irreligiousness, such self-awareness, which can be found from the very first page of the book, boded quite ill for young Matthew Lewis at the time, who was eventually forced to rewrite the book in further editions by stripping it of all lewdness and thus of all symbolic and aesthetic value (McEvoy, 2008: 9). This was done due to pressure by the religious authorities of the time concerning the questionable moral value of the book. Notwithstanding, by employing the figure of the Devil, or of Matilda (essentially a dark sorceress and a seducer), Lewis is successfully creating the distance that even fans of the horror aesthetics require for gratification. We may find it easier to accept that Ambrosio was seduced by Lucifer’s infernal minion (suggestively in the form of a woman)​[4]​ rather than conforming to the notion that within us humans lies a landscape of transgression and wild desire that seems to thrive on conflict and excess, on melancholy and death; the death drive which makes us keep a relentless pace, that defines us and from which we cannot escape, no matter how we may choose to feel about it. In essence, we may find it easier to deal with our transgressive self if it comes in the form of a symbol, in this case the Devil. This is a remarkable abstraction, since we are made aware of the Devil only by the end of the book, yet have followed eagerly, intimately, on all the perversions of Ambrosio without a strictly supernatural motivation. However, that does not stop the book from cavorting with the supernatural, as it runs through the entire work. These supernatural elements are meant to represent masks for anxieties within that we struggle to understand (Savoy, 2002: 170). It is the expression of desire, taking the form of great excess and leading to corruption and death that helps us locate The Monk as a Gothic affair, and transports us to the essence of my argument: transformation. 
Metamorphosis carries a remarkable presence in Matthew Lewis’s The Monk, in which we see many kinds of transformations. A first example comes from the shifting nature of bodies (McEvoy, 2008: 20-3), such as Rosario the boy, who turns out to be coy Matilda in disguise, a woman, who then turns out to be no ordinary woman as she first claims, but a great sorceress in the black arts, capable even of making Lucifer do her bidding. It is not until the very final moment that we learn, from the mouth of the Devil himself, that Matilda was actually one of his infernal minions in disguise, a demon. Another example is of the Bleeding Nun, a folk myth turned literal deadly spectre, who Don Raymond one night mistakes for Agnes the nun, his lover, who is by contrast very much alive. The confusion occurs because Agnes is impersonating the supposed myth of the Bleeding Nun that night, and so a myth is made quite real. In parallel with the Bleeding Nun, Agnes is eventually buried alive in a secret tomb, meant to be forgotten in the catacombs of a convent in Madrid, as punishment for trying to escape with Raymond and for being pregnant. She is chained bodily to the walls of her small prison with her new-born, who quickly dies. Due to starvation, thirst, psychological torture and bereavement caused by the death of her child, Agnes assumes a ghostly emaciated figure not unlike that of the Bleeding Nun. The transformational meaning is then formed, as her vessel withers away in bodily punishment​[5]​, and thus an ironic reversal of roles is affected, treading eagerly upon the macabre. 
Agnes and the Bleeding Nun had in common courted relationships based on great passion and involving intimate, but transgressive, sexual relations. This in turn led them to their respective predicaments. Tortured and entombed, they are linked, not only in their bodies and figures, but also in the excess of their passion and the nature of their transgression. Lewis might have sketched for Agnes a pretty severe punishment for simply following her heart, even if it meant breaking her vows as a nun, for they had not even been taken legitimately or honestly. But much like the story of the Bleeding Nun, characters often find themselves in worlds which are unsympathetic to their plights, and are severely punished for their passions. A visible link – of great importance to the Gothic genre – between the ideas of sex and death then emerges. Not surprisingly, this is seen also in the freshly awakened and overpowering passions of Ambrosio which, as we know, because of their transgressive and perverted zeal, will lead to murder and even to his own death. 
However, it is the changing nature of Ambrosio, his fall, which I find most relevant. He is first portrayed to be quite excellent, though filled with pride and self-appreciation unbecoming a supposedly disinterested saint (TM, 39-40). He spirals out of control as his affection for young Rosario is transformed into overwhelming sexual desire for Matilda, whom he tries to shun, but he might as well have been trying to stop the sun from shining; as Coleridge says, the female figures are “vehicles of the most voluptuous images” (apud McEvoy, 2008: 24), and so quite impossible to resist, perhaps even for the reader. Ambrosio caves in to desire but quickly becomes saturated by it. Insatiable now, he plots to possess another creature, this time young and beautiful Antonia. However, this turns out to be quite impossible, since his monkish vows deny him to openly enjoy such earthly pleasures. These affections, slowly but surely, devolve into the murder of Cunegunda, both Antonia and Ambrosio’s mother (a fact which he obviously was not aware of, as his true parentage is a mystery to him) and the rape of Antonia, his own sister, whom he eventually has to murder in an attempt to hide his own blame. But he had to have her, and it was her sweetness he craved, her innocence. He wanted to destroy her as she was, to crush her with the gaping reality of a ruthless world, to inflict an irremovable stain upon her conscious self, to see in her changed appearance the reflection of his own monstrosity, which he is both attracted to and repudiated by: “He turned away from her; or if his eyes rested upon her figure involuntarily, it was only to dart upon her looks of hate” (TM, 384). As McEvoy remarks,

[t]he deliberate eroticization of modesty in the work is disturbing. Ambrosio rejects Matilda who enjoys their sex – and goes for a virtue which will not. Antonia provokes him with her modesty and naivety (…) we are taken from the standard language of modesty’s beauties to the translation of its terms into sex, which necessitates rape. (2008: 24)

The destruction of Antonia is designed to represent a transformation, a descent into the primordial self. It is, in a way, less about Antonia and more about Ambrosio himself, who in the process of self-discovery, of appetites unbound, inflicts pain. Antonia was simply the best vehicle for his newfound desire; together, they morph into the incoherence of human nature, from the sublime into the Gothic sublime, destruction unto beauty, simultaneously attractive and repulsive. As an aesthetic contemplation, the rape of Antonia is a scene of phenomenal success, as through the horrible expression of a very fundamental animal feature, that of the sexual impulse, we see not only what Ambrosio has become, which is completely out of control, but we see also the sublimation of something which was hidden within. His overpowering will to live spilled onto someone else, overtook someone else, and resulted in great hideousness. 
We are horrified by the violence committed to poor Antonia, but we cannot stop reading, and it reads like a success. It is somewhat fascinating in a conceptual manner because of the process of transformation. Because he rapes her, he is transformed; this horrible act leads to the disintegration of the self, an act which in its consequences creates a moment of Gothic sublimity​[6]​. Lewis elevates in fact the death drive to an exciting artistic form by using his great writing ability. As Vijay Mishra explains, “[i]n the Gothic, desire becomes a thing-in-itself and since desire is founded on a lack (we desire the unrepresentable, the impossible), the oceanic/pleasure principle, this death instinct, becomes the goal of life” (2012: 292). The consequence for the characters is self-obliteration. He is destroyed, and so is she, and by association so is the reader. This makes for a positively frightening experience. More powerful than just the threat, we find the fulfilment of our fears. The author confronts us by taking us down this dark and sinuous path of the conflicting nature of identity, of the material consequences of our emotions, our needs, and the sometimes brutal reality of our human existence. In the midst of all this, Ambrosio goes through quite a lot of turmoil and change, and the mechanisms of that metamorphosis, of his psychological transformation and even disintegration, reflect on certain key ideals of the Gothic. The search for meaning, even in the hidden paths of the more elusive self, the alienation through celibacy and the ineffable pressure of the death drive are some of the impulses at work in Ambrosio. They change him from the orderly, solitary and conventionally honourable monk into a spectacular sensualist who simply cannot help but inflict pain, and does so very well for a while, and for our pleasure. We remain semi-willing witnesses of his change, as we cannot help but be fascinated by its horror. 

1.2 The Development of the Gothic Novel Through Metamorphosis
There are a few key notions that we can use to understand the development of the Gothic novel. The first is the notion that Gothic stories, while retaining some fundamental conventions, adapt themselves to the anxieties of the time in which they are written (Hogle, 2002: 2). This means that the genre is constantly changing, re-imagining itself, but much of its intention remains the same: to bring to the surface that which is hidden, to express our fears in vivid detail. Walter Scott, commenting on Horace Walpole’s The Castle of Otranto, defines the Gothic genre as being mainly about the “art of exciting surprise and horror” (apud Paravisini-Gebert, 2002: 229). As such, it is an attempt to express the inexpressible. However, fears and anxieties vary according to the ages, and even according to the authors, and so the Gothic is a genre that necessitates a fluid and shifting sense of identity and style, reflecting the complex mood of its subjects. The fears the Gothic concerns itself with are quite expansive, both in quantity and in intensity: fear of a paternal figure, a maternal figure, an overbearing past which threatens to engulf the characters, fear of physical or psychological pain, fear of the great mystery of what lies beyond death, and the possibility of the meaninglessness of existence, among others. These are all thoughts leading towards great aesthetic effect in the form of the Gothic sublime, the sublimation of fear through great literary and dramatic skill. This attack on the senses and on the buried anxieties of the age or the individual necessitates change, for upon confrontation there must be either growth or dissolution. It is the inexpressible that the Gothic hunts, the absolutely forbidden sections of the imagination that threaten stability by their powerfully overbearing realities. This is to say, there is traditionally no redemption in a Gothic tale, no catharsis, only misery, abandonment, death, pain and dissolution of identity, a downward spiral of transformation from life to death, from reason to madness, from health to trauma. It would seem that the pursuit of the inexpressible truth is often too great a price to pay. 
The second notion is that of metamorphosis and transformation. All of this confrontation necessitates change, as I have mentioned, and I would argue that this means that the concept of metamorphosis should be considered one of the major conventions of the Gothic, a convention which links the apparently random different Gothic tales as part of a single and coherent tradition of symbolic representation and field of meaning, designed to explore the forbidden. Indeed, the constant adaptation of the genre, done with fearless abandonment as the Gothic is wont to do, shows how important the concept of metamorphosis is when trying to understand growth within the genre, a signature move, if you will. This is even more so in the instances of physical metamorphosis as men become wolves, or as we are shown an all-powerful count capable of changing into the shape of several animals, mist, or himself as a young man despite his actual age​[7]​. These stories are fascinating even today, hinting at the idea that fear is supratemporal and transcultural. Considering that the Gothic specializes in exploring our fears, it adopts these qualities by association. The great diversity of the genre does not detract from this general idea, but rather feeds off of it. 
The Gothic genre lends itself very enthusiastically to change and discussions on identity, seen for instance in the fear of the daunting past which insists, with its colossal pathos, to return over and over into the present. This can be the primordial past of humanity or, in the case of The Monk, the Inquisition, which had, at the time, quite considerably scarred the imagination of 18th century Europe. Of course, the Gothic delights itself with problems that have no obvious solution, such as the nature of death or evil, but we may find nevertheless the questioning important. By analysing some of the most important pillars of Gothic fiction in this next part, I hope to illustrate how the Gothic grows and in what shape(s) it arrives at our post-modern doorstep. 
	While The Monk was very upsetting in its sensational and blunt representation, it did lack psychological depth. It was a blunt instrument meant to inflict feeling first and deeper thoughts later. It was meant to be easily recognisable in its transgressive zeal, though obviously not lacking in intellectual integrity. This formula changed very acutely with Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818), which introduced novel representations of fear and trauma beyond just a physical or spiritual threat. Instead, we are introduced to pain of a predominately psychological nature (Gamer, 2002: 100). Through the utilisation of nightmares and the greatly emerging power of science at the onset of the 19th century, the author managed to create a tale terrifying and nuanced in a way that was not possible, perhaps, before. With young Victor Frankenstein’s creation of the dreadful ‘daemon’, we find a visceral tale that struggles for meaning in the minds of readers, just as the ‘creature’ itself struggles to build his own identity with no actual guidance or sympathy. It is the new face of fear that Mary Shelley has given to her story that defies conventional meaning, not a lack of coherence in her writing. She successfully challenges expectations by creating a tale so terrifying that it could potentially be said to have redefined the understanding of the word ‘nightmare’. Perhaps this is best seen in the iconic scene where Victor has just created the creature, and having refused him vehemently, he runs away and lies in bed, where he falls into a fitful restless sleep: 

I was disturbed by the wildest dreams. I thought I saw Elizabeth, in the bloom of health, walking in the streets of Ingolstadt. Delighted and surprised, I embraced her; but as I imprinted the first kiss on her lips, they became livid with the hue of death; her features appeared to change, and I thought that I held the corpse of my dead mother in my arms; a shroud enveloped her form, and I saw the grave-worms crawling in the folds of the flannel. I started from my sleep with horror; a cold dew covered my forehead, my teeth chattered, and every limb became convulsed: when, by the dim and yellow light of the moon, as it forced its way through the window shutters, I beheld the wretch – the miserable monster whom I had created. (Frankenstein, 46)

Victor’s nightmares have become literalised, in the face of the monster that comes to him, as his own unnatural child, to confront him. As Michael Gamer says, “[t]his nightmare (…) shows Shelley providing a stunning account of Victor’s extreme psychological state, one which anticipates the insights of Freud into dreaming, death, and the family” (2002: 101). This added layer of complexity greatly enriches the Gothic novel’s capability of expressing the inexpressible self that, in the process of becoming, struggles for a clear meaning which may never come.
Around the same time, the Gothic took a distinctly American turn. As I said above, the Gothic tends to shift itself to accommodate to the context in which it operates, and in the beginning of the 19th century in America the Gothic genre became very popular and acquired its very own American way. It started with Charles Brockden Brown and his very Gothic novel Wieland​[8]​ (1798), and then moved on to Nathaniel Hawthorne, who developed a very personal historiographic approach to his writing (Savoy, 2002: 176). It seems to be the case that, as we have an America that preaches on progress and enlightenment ideals and the “Perfectability of Man” (Lawrence apud idem, 170), we have also an underside to the culture where “dark American obsessions” (Savoy, 2002: 167) are prominent and must be given voice. D.H. Lawrence, in his Studies in Classic American Literature (1923), exhorts rather helpfully for us: “The Perfectability of Man! Ah heaven, what a dreary theme! (…) The ideal self! Oh, but I have a strange and fugitive self shut out and howling like a wolf or a coyote under the ideal windows. See his red eyes in the dark? This is the self who is coming into his own” (apud idem, 170). 
Coupled with the idea of the dark slithery self, lies also the notion of the abject, which “signifies a domain of impossibility and uninhabitability (…) where death keeps invading life, into which the normative American subject must cast the irrational, the desire unacceptable to consciousness, and locate it ‘over there’ in some frightening incarnation of the always inaccessible Real” (Savoy, 2002: 170). In essence, it is the process of attempting to represent what cannot be conventionally represented, while harkening to a reality where elements of the self are hidden and not fully in our control. This fugitive American self required an outlet, and that proved to be, at least in part, the Gothic novel. Perhaps no other author at the time represents this underbelly of American culture as well as Edgar Allan Poe. Poe follows in the tradition of the more psychological Gothic, while expressing an extraordinary inclination towards the emotional outbursts common to some of the more exuberant Gothic tales. Poe’s exuberance often tended to lead towards the grotesque, but as Eric Savoy writes: “his horrific scenes transgressed every literary taste, yet at the same time few American writers have been so utterly preoccupied with beauty or have sought such precise aesthetic effects”​[9]​ (idem, 180). 
It is Poe’s unconventional view on beauty, as it leans less on grace​[10]​, and more on the tragic and horrific, that gives strength to his Gothic writing. Poe is particularly precognizant, alongside Mary Shelley’s Frankenstein (1818) and even E.T.A. Hoffman’s The Sandman (1816)​[11]​, both of the notion of trauma and of the unconscious, seeing that the latter will be much theorized by Freud in his clinical and theoretical studies almost a hundred years later, for instance in his essay “The Unconscious” (1915). Malcom Bowie, apropos Lacan’s theories, states that trauma is “[like sudden physical dissolution] intractable and unsymbolizable” (apud Savoy, 2002: 169). It is in effect an event so impactful that it causes radical change in and a constant permutation of character, just as it forces the victim to a place of conflict from which there may be no real release. 
The aspect of change is of particular importance for my argument, as it signals turning points in the personality of characters and helps create non-conventional symbolic representations of difficult themes, such as the inexorability of fate and time, the fear of the unknown or death, or even of violence and sadism. The unconscious, on the other hand, relates to the primordial pool of the self, where repressed memories or desires and impulses are stored (Savoy, 2002: 180). It is like a deep, dark base of the self which, though often misinterpreted or even neglected, lingers on, a major contributor to the personality and lives of the characters. It is like a forbidden urge demanding attention. 
In my opinion, the tale that best contextualises the applicability of these concepts, particularly of the unconscious, in the American Gothic literature of this time is Poe’s “The Pit and the Pendulum.” In this story, a man is sentenced to imprisonment, torture and privation in a dungeon. Weakened by anxiety and fear, his incarceration is made the worse by what I find to be the most striking feature of his prison: the fact that there is either very little light or no light at all. This causes in him a sense of disorientation and stumbling about, as he cannot understand the aspect of his location, though he desperately tries to make sense of it through his senses, mostly through his touch. This alienation greatly intensifies his sense of confinement as, unable to use his sight to create some distance between himself and his condition (that is to say, to make his condition abject, therefore outside of himself), he instinctively reverts back into his own mind where some sight still remains, along with a deep and timeless sense of fear, which ultimately does nothing to alleviate his frantic state of mind. In his tactile explorations of the dungeon, he manages to avoid by sheer luck the precipice leading into a deep well filled with water, which had he fallen into it would have certainly brought him to his death, or so we are led to suspect. Where the pit goes is unknown, and perhaps best left that way, but we intuitively fear what lies within it. In spite of the darkness, he manages to make some sense of the dungeon and discovers that it is circular with the death-pit in the middle. It is easy to imagine what sort of psychological impact the discovery of the pit has made on the mind of this man, whose tolerance for dread was already capped in anticipation of the horrors and tortures awaiting him. To make matters worse, in this debilitated state he faints several times, each time causing the introduction of a new feature to his dungeon, the last time he faints being the one that brings the most striking of changes. He drifts into unconsciousness only to awake strapped to a table; above him, in the fading candlelight, he perceives an image of father time, from which a metal pendulum is suspended, swinging to and fro, with a human-sized blade attached at the end of it. The blade swings and swings, and he dimly realizes that it is slowly but surely moving closer to him. The momentum which carries such a sizeable blade will cut him slowly at first, but would eventually split his body in half, resulting in an unimaginably painful death. It is the anticipation of this death, the inexorability of it, which is so poignant in this cruel punishment. 
The reference to time indicates that this is an analogy with human life itself, indeed with all living things. Poe seems to be saying that people walk around living and neglecting the pendulum swinging above them, and yet it is only a matter of time before the blade falls. In this story, the man is saved in the nick of time by soldiers who carry him away to safety. However, the fact that the sentence was not carried through entirely might be said to only increase the anticipation of it coming eventually. One can even imagine that this man will wake up sweating, shivering, in the middle of the night, with the vivid impression of the blade still swinging above him, always appearing to almost catch him, but never quite so. In his trauma, he will live that moment repeatedly, becoming more knowledgeable through such a close encounter with death, but not exactly wiser​[12]​. The memory might very well haunt him forever.
Allied to this, is the fact that the dungeon was mostly in darkness the whole time of his stay. This reality of almost constant darkness in a circular dungeon (the circle harkening to an idea of repetition, redundancy, going in circles) with a death-pit in the middle harkens to the idea of the unconscious as a dark and unknowable dungeon. It is a place where fear and other emotions run rampant, where one cannot operate with reason but must tread carefully, or face the possibility of plunging into the pit right at the centre and falling into an abyss from where there is no escape. As Savoy says, “Obsessive melancholics all, Poe’s people surrender their defenses in the conventional symbolic order and slide inexorably toward the chaotic and abjected Real” (2002: 181). This abyss towards which they plunge or which they fear plunging into is, I would claim, the abyss of madness. The man from the dungeon of the tale is taken to the extreme of his mental and emotional flexibility, when faced with such extreme duress, and may never recover from it. He is confronted with the Gothic sublime, and in turn is faced with a mirror into himself which has transformed him: the reality of his fear and his mortality. 
Poe’s tale, much like the Gothic genre itself, is preoccupied with and seduced by the dark and transgressive obsessions which exist within ourselves and how they become manifest in our daily lives. How is our fear of dying made apparent? How do we perceive the intractability of time or the impacts of mental stress? What makes our lives important and worth living, in the light of great conflicts and crises? Are we the victims of life and of ourselves? By confronting the extreme and forbidden aspects of the self, we develop self-awareness. And though it might not be attractive to be seen courting topics which are taboo, I would argue that it is something which is most certainly necessary, and even paradoxically pleasurable. The insoluble mystery of death, and its overwhelming presence in human reality is but one great mystery that should not be disregarded, frightening as it is to consider. By engaging with the harsher truths of nature, we find mechanisms for coping with the worst of crises. It is not only helpful from an emotional point of view, it is also a legitimate pursuit of knowledge and learning, by contemplating a sense of aesthetics that more fully and accurately portrays the human experience. This creative and imaginative side grants the experience a very pleasurable tone even in its most forbidding topics. But should we seek to derive pleasure from violence, for example? Is that not simply an objective obstruction of growth? I would disagree, for the Gothic reminds us of the reality that it is impossible to imagine pleasure without pain; or that it is difficult to imagine a human being, who can love and grow and nurture, who does not have violence and perversion within him, an identity riddled with transgressive and contradicting desires. Instead of attempting to achieve the perfectibility of man, the Gothic shows how to come to terms with the imperfectability of the human.

1.3 Hannibal Lecter, the Gothic Hero, and a Motley of Nightmares
In the previous section, I have briefly explored how the Gothic has developed through the effort of some of the prominent authors of the genre, such as Matthew Lewis and his “incendiary Gothic” (Miles, 2002: 53), or Mary Shelley with Frankenstein and the use of a deeper, more personal and psychological perspective. I have then jumped into American fiction and focused on Edgar Allan Poe, who combined the psychological explorations with the forbidding and elusive nature of the unconscious. I would now argue that important to all these works is the idea of change, made possible by the transformation which follows the Gothic sublime. There can be no confrontation without change, whether it be growth (the idea of the sublime) or dissolution of self (the Gothic sublime). 
By asserting that the concept of metamorphosis is key to understanding the Gothic, I mean that you cannot have exploration and development of themes and characters or the ability to achieve great aesthetic effects without a degree of revelation, of seeing something you might not have thought of before. This revelation proceeds from confrontation, and confrontation proceeds from facing difficult themes. A greater understanding of a subject, any subject, or of knowledge which is acquired, inevitably tends to instil changes on the self. This stands even if that knowledge is the acknowledgement that there is a problem that cannot be solved (for instance, the question of what comes after death). Even the understanding of ignorance equates to knowledge gained. Knowledge changes the subject, so if we understand the kind of knowledge that the Gothic aims to explore, we will better grasp the nature of the transformation. Indeed, the Gothic traditionally explores problems of change by courting doubt and difficult themes whose resolution might not be absolutely clear at any point, even after considerable contemplation. 	
Beneath the surface of satisfactory destructive or self-destructive impulses that often appear in the radical actions of many of the Gothic stories (such as the fulfilment of the desire to rape or murder), there are layers of meaning which are more elusive. The ambiguity which may follow from such expeditions into the darker recesses of the self often results in contemplations on the problems of the meaning of identity, seeing that there is some distance between the things we would like to be (for instance, perfectible and reasonable) and the things which we are (emotional, irrational, ultimately selfish and destructive). One of the classic Gothic tales that deals very well with these paradoxes is Robert Louis Stevenson’s The Strange Case of Dr Jekyll and Mr Hyde (1886). Through scientific experimentation, Dr. Jekyll aimed to solve the moral dilemma of good and evil by permanently exorcising the more negative or destructive side of human identity. The trouble arose when, in exploring his ‘evil’ side, he became profoundly seduced by it, and grew quite fond of the freedom which being openly ‘evil’ or emotional gave to him. This caused his own more balanced self to gradually disappear, Dr. Jekyll being slowly but surely permanently replaced by Mr. Hyde​[13]​. 
That is what is fascinating for us, for when Dr. Jekyll explores his fundamentally destructive and transgressive side boosted, or filtered, by chemical means, he does not simply become more emotional, more violent and morose; he actually changes in his appearance, and he becomes someone distinctly different, both at a physical and psychological level. Initially, this only happened for short periods of time, as his original identity struggled for balance in his psyche. Gradually, though, his abjected self gained a stronger foothold, and caused the embarrassment where Mr. Hyde was the permanent state of being, and Dr. Jekyll was gone. It is as though the embodiment of his hidden self caused a permanent shift in his identity, making him undergo an actual, effective, metamorphosis. Again, the trouble was not only that this darker side caused havoc and even murder, signalling him as a fundamentally immoral creature, but that the awareness of this hidden reality permanently changed Dr. Jekyll, until he could not help but have to deal with his newly found baggage in the identity of Mr. Hyde. The added complexity of his own self has changed him completely, as the character of Jekyll says on the theme of the “profound duplicity of life”: “Man is not truly one, but truly two. I say two, because the state of my own knowledge does not pass beyond that point… I hazard a guess that man will ultimately be known for a mere polity of multifarious, incongruous, and independent denizens” (Strange Case, 42). As Tim Middleton says regarding this quote, “[t]his is a peculiarly modern claim, one which runs counter to many of the cherished tenets of Victorian belief. For a culture which sought to fix and pin down events, facts and meanings in order to feel that the rapidly changing world remained a knowable place such a claim is profoundly troubling” (1991: 10). This harkens to the idea that identity is no fixed affair, that it is in constant motion, and that, much like time itself, it cannot be retracted or stopped, it keeps changing forward unto an unknown destination. Jerrold Seigel has rightly explored this idea of constant change : 

(…) every individual self contains potentials that have not found realization, since they are blocked by some other imperative of self-existence. Every person is a self-in-formation, living in the space between what it has been able to become and what it or others think it might be. (…) This interrelationship between the dimensions is the strongest reason for regarding multi-dimensionality as the only genuine mode of selfhood; by contrast one-dimensional models are abstract and one-sided. (…) the always-revisable compound formed by interaction between reflectivity and the self’s other dimensions. (2005: 31)

The search and its drama is the pathos which marks a lot of good literature, but where it becomes Gothic is perhaps in how far this pursuit of the hidden self will go, beyond the frontier where the inexpressible lies. This seems to justify the very Gothic need of employing ghosts (to signify the weight of the past in the present) or monsters (to represent a more violent self which is hidden). One could say that oftentimes when conventional means of expression fail, new ones must be created. But the idea of transformation is always present, in multifaceted form, and its manifestation in the Gothic is quite unique. 
By the 20th century, the Gothic had naturally changed​[14]​, having been faced with an industrial revolution, two world wars and many frightening novelties and wonders since Poe’s early 19th century. Perhaps one of the most telling of all modern novels which still employs and works to reinterpret specifically Gothic conventions, aiming to bring them to a more contemporary audience, is the very Gothic The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy (1981-1999), by Thomas Harris. The story evolves from volume to volume, with the focus becoming increasingly more centred on the character of Hannibal Lecter. At the same time, the books revolve less and less around solving mysteries, but more around a contemplation of the horrific. However, in general they feature grotesque murder cases to be solved by emotional but eager detective figures. The murderers being chased are psychopaths who seem to escape definition on account of the particularities of their morbid fascinations, and then there is the insidious but gallant Dr. Lecter, who acts as a consultant to cases too difficult to be cracked solely by conventional means (a formula which changes considerably by the third book). Conversation plays a very large role in the novels, as well as explorations into the transgressive reality of human desire and excess.
This trilogy has often been seen as mainly a detective novel or belonging to the serial killer subgenre (Simpson, 2000: 97). This is not surprising, since it adopts many of the conventions of these genres. However, in my perspective, the trilogy is much more than that: I would argue in fact that the books are first and foremost Gothic novels, as an exploration of their use of Gothic conventions will evince. Metamorphosis plays an essential role in the trilogy through the idea of becoming, which is central to all three books. It is not merely random transformation, but transformation towards some higher self, some great entity in control of its fate. A first example of this is Francis Dolarhyde, the monster from the first novel Red Dragon (1981), who is obsessed with becoming the Dragon, who to him represents great personal power in the shape of a kind of sublimated psychological doppelganger​[15]​. An interesting illustration of his becoming, his particular psychological quest, is the moment that he kidnaps Freddy Lounds, a reporter for a gossip magazine called The Tattler, and straps and even glues him bodily to a wheel-chair. He brings him to his home so they will not be disturbed. He wants to have a chat with Freddy about an interview he had with an investigator of the Dolarhyde case, in which Dolarhyde was portrayed as an impotent homosexual. He wants to enlighten Lounds, the general public in the book, and maybe even us, on what it means to be the Dragon. 

“No. I don’t want to see you.”
“Oh, but you must, Mr. Lounds.” 
(…) He looked.
To Lounds, seated, he seemed very tall standing in his kimono. A stocking mask was rolled up to his nose. He turned his back to Lounds and dropped the robe. The great back muscles flexed above the brilliant tattoo of the tail that ran down his lower back and wrapped around the leg. 
The Dragon turned his head slowly, looked over his shoulder at Lounds and smiled, all jags and stains. 
 (…) “Will you tell the truth now? About Me. My Work. My Becoming. My Art, Mr.Lounds. Is this Art?”
(…) You said that I, who see more than you, am insane. I, who pushed the world so much further than you, am insane. I have dared more than you (…). Your life to mine is a slug track on stone. A thin silver mucus track in and out of the letters on my monument. (…) I am the Dragon and you call me insane? My movements are followed and recorded as avidly as those of a mighty guest star.” 
(…) “Before Me you are a slug in the sun. You are privy to a great Becoming and you recognize nothing. You are an ant in the afterbirth.”
“It is in your nature to do one thing correctly: before Me you rightly tremble. Fear is not what you owe Me, Lounds, you and the other pismires. You owe Me awe.”
(…) He smiled at Lounds, a brown stained smile. He placed his hand on Lounds’s heart and, leaning to him intimately as though to kiss him, he bit Lounds’s lips off and spat them on the floor. (HLT, 186-190)

This final act of brutality, biting off the lips, signals the end of the lesson, for to understand the Dragon you must experience it, it is not enough to simply see. This ruthless intelligence, this esoteric search for identity, has empowered Francis Dolarhyde into becoming someone or something which is relaxed and ready to do whatever is necessary for itself, a sort of monstrous transcendence, acquired luxuriously at the expense of his victims. This example gives us a good sense of who the ‘Dragon’ is. His empowerment is expressed throughout the book in many instances, such as the relatively endearing moment where Dolarhyde is actually beginning to develop a relationship with a woman (who is alive), Reba, and they become sexually intimate: “A stab of fear in him; he has never been erect before in the presence of a living woman. He is the Dragon, he doesn’t have to be afraid” (idem, 286). This is one of the many instances where he calls upon his Dragon self to overcome an anxiety that he, being highly dysfunctional, and merely Francis Dolarhyde, would never be able to.  
His obsession with becoming was crystallised by William Blake’s painting “The Great Red Dragon and the Woman Clothed with the Sun”, where a very powerful Luciferian figure​[16]​ is seen overwhelming a woman, a veritable sunlit creature, presumably with the mere sight of his stupendous appearance. Dolarhyde takes up bodybuilding to shape his body much like the Dragon and goes after particularly beautiful and happy women whose family he kills and whose flesh he mauls with a set of powerful dentures belonging to his dead grandmother. Notwithstanding the intricate issues of the kind of crazy he is, he seeks to overcome his stunted personality, his trauma, by defeating meaningful female figures. This represents his overcoming of the fact that his mother abandoned him as a baby and of the abuse he experienced in the hands of his grandmother while growing up. In one instance, still as a child of five years old, he has urinated in his bed, and his grandmother makes him lower his pants and opens the scissors on his penis. She threateningly asks if he wants her to “cut if off” (idem, 224) and promises to do so should he ever dirty his bed again. In another moment shortly thereafter, on account of a small and meaningless display of sexual curiosity between young Dolarhyde and a young girl his age, his grandmother once again decides to punish him, and tells him to “Go upstairs. Go to your room and take your trousers off and wait for me while I get my scissors” (idem, 230). Yet his grandmother never comes, she keeps him waiting, standing for hours, and nothing happens. The story then suggests that “perhaps she had forgotten,” just as it tells us that “he would never cease from waiting” (idem, 230). These moments created an acute sense of trauma which Dolarhyde felt he could only overcome by becoming something truly extraordinary. His attacks on female figures show he sought to transform into a superhuman male figure that is above such petty unhappiness, a figure which is in control of itself. The grotesque and violent nature of his becoming makes this a very transgressive and dark story, one designed to explore sinuous aspects of human personality and causality, including repressed or deep-rooted psychological issues which end up acquiring quite the aesthetic representation through the use of great art. By this I mean the use of the painting by William Blake, the filming of his murders which Dolarhyde makes part of his coveting ritual, and even the way he moves, naked, when in the skin of the Dragon, like “a Balinese dancer” (84). Art sublimates the violence and gives voice to the unspeakable desires and pains which lie within the character. That it is at the cost of others matters little to Dolarhyde, as in his pursuit of beauty even the tragedy of their deaths can be seen as wonderful. Remorseless, he marches on. So far, it is quite the Gothic tale.
Another monster worth referring to is Jame Gumb in The Silence of the Lambs (1988). The great preoccupation with the idea of becoming persists even in the second novel. In this book, Jame Gumb, also an incredibly troubled person, believes himself to be a woman stuck inside the body of a man. Dr. Lecter’s character explains that this is only the latest of his fantasies, and that he has certainly tried to be many things before (idem, 548). Gumb fixates on insects, specifically a very rare kind of moth called the death’s head moth, for when it is full-grown its wings, fully opened, display a unique pattern that looks like a human skull. In Jame’s mind, the point of the moth is metamorphosis, change is what he craves. He was denied a sex change operation at all the clinics he applied to on account of his criminal past and his disturbing psychological profile. He then resorts to kidnapping large and chubby women, starving them and then skinning the parts of them which he finds most attractive. Jame is a tailor, and again we find a monster obsessed with transformation through artistic creation and the pursuit of beauty. He plans to make himself a suit out of women’s skin, a suit which he can wear, be touched in and be proud of. Disturbing though it may be, his decision to try and become a woman through his artistic skill, in his grotesque understanding of the matter, represents nonetheless the Gothic tendency to literalise morbid fantasies (for Gumb) or fears (for his female victims), in other words, to express surprise and horror. I find this knowledge meaningful to understand the novels. In addition, the very cold and detached style of writing permeating the books, almost clinical in its detachment and observance, makes for an interesting clash with Matthew’s The Monk which has a more satirical and humorous, self-aware, style. If we consider purely the style of writing, the Hannibal trilogy is dead-serious in its mood, which makes for a very dry landscape where the gruesome reality of our nightmares provide no comfort, no resolution whatsoever, even if the monster is killed. The damage is done, the disintegration of being has already occurred; no character will ever be the same after being confronted with these horrors. The character of Will Graham, by the end of the first book, even has his face destroyed by Francis Dolarhyde’s knife. His wife, Linda, is the one who shoots Dolarhyde, as Will lies motionless on the ground in the darkness. Their marriage is dissolved and Graham’s face looks absolutely abysmal (HLT, 396). The price he paid for chasing after a monster was almost everything. 
	In terms of locales, the asylum where Dr. Lecter resides in his confinement cell is one of the more modern Gothic settings​[17]​, and equivalent to the ancient castle dungeon, even down to the part where you have to descend to get to it (idem, 525). This sense of descent also creates for the readers the feeling that we are on our way to visit some forbidding fiend deep underground. It represents some sort of archetypical ancient evil or mythic parable, where down you go into darkness, or up you go into the light​[18]​. This parallels Poe’s “The Pit and the Pendulum” and even Freudian conceptions of the unconscious by placing this hidden space of suprareality deep within some dark and frightening obscure corner. The physical representation of this dark place in the psyche may be found literally underground, where you must walk carefully on account of the often literal and metaphorical pitfalls and crevices where you may plunge into even more forbidding, uncertain realms, and probably into madness or oblivion. This analogy holds still at least with the character of Jame Gumb. It is in his basement, a veritable cave of nightmares, where all his profanity and monstrosity are made apparent, and where the killing of his victims itself may not occur, for practical reasons, but certainly where the crucial ritual of skinning and tailoring happens, making it the most important part of the house, or lair, where he resides (idem, 660-665). 

Room into room, Jame Gumb’s basement rambles like the maze that thwarts us in dreams. When he was still shy, lives and lives ago, Mr. Gumb took his pleasure in the rooms most hidden, far from the stairs. There are rooms in the farthest corners, rooms from other lives, that Gumb hasn’t opened in years. Some of them are still occupied, so to speak, though the sounds from behind the doors peaked and trailed off to silence long ago.
	(…) As he grew in wisdom and in confidence, Mr. Gumb no longer felt he had to meet his needs in the hidden parts of the basement. He now uses a suite of basement rooms around the stairs, large rooms with running water and electricity.
	The basement is in total darkness now. (idem, 584)

Rife with old skeletons from previous victims, a bathtub with a hugely gross and decaying corpse and many other freak attractions besides, the basement of Jame Gumb may very well resemble the actual aspect of the mental recesses of his own mind. The sinuous trajectory of the development of his identity can be found in the age of the bones rotting away, from the furthest and most hidden rooms, towards the stairs where we find ourselves closer to the real world. By the time in the story where the above-quoted thoughts go through his mind, his monstrosity is far more in the open; as he says, he feels more confident. But despite this self-improvement, the corridor maze of his basement still very much resembles the torturous twists and turns of his own harsh imagination. Moreover, the process of abjection of his victims occurs in the basement, the latest being Catherine Baker Martin. Added to this is the fact that he starves them and keeps them imprisoned in the basement, inside a deep well (idem, 586-7). Bearing in mind my analysis of Poe’s tale, the significance of the well here, both in terms of Gothic conventions, and in allusion to the concept of the unconscious, should be obvious by now. Entrenched in and surrounded by darkness, starved and with the expectant certainty of some vague death, which will come at some uncertain time, the victims turn inwards in horrifying expectation. The darkness literally contaminates them and forms its shell as trauma. 

Catherine Baker Martin down in the hateful dark. Dark swarmed behind her eyelids and, in jerky seconds of sleep, she dreamed the dark came into her. Dark came insidious, up her nose and into her ears, damp fingers of dark proposed themselves to each of her body openings. She put her hand over her mouth and nose, put her other hand over her vagina, clenched her buttocks, turned one ear to the mattress and sacrificed the other ear to the intrusion of the dark. (idem, 642)

	However, it is Hannibal, from the Silence of the Lambs onwards, who very much becomes the focus of the novels, even as it allows us mostly sidelong glances at the character himself, never truly providing a clear view. This is certainly done to increase the sense of tension and mystery, but also to hint at the notion that such a character is extremely elusive and escapes definition. Although the other characters in the book agree that this is so, they also agree that he at least qualifies for the epithet of monster. In a conversation between Will Graham, who first apprehended Lecter, and the Marshall Springfield, we see evidence of this. The Marshall is curious about Lecter, so he is asking the questions.

“He killed nine people, didn’t he, in all?”
“Nine we know of. Two others didn’t die.”
“What happened to them?”
“One is on a respirator at a hospital in Baltimore. The other is in a private mental hospital.”
“What made him do it, how was he crazy?”
	(…) “He did it because he liked it. Still does. Dr. Lecter is not crazy, in any common way we think of being crazy. He did some hideous things because he enjoyed them. But he can function perfectly when he wants to.”
	“What did the psychologists call it – what was wrong with him?”
	“They say he’s a sociopath because they don’t know what else to call him. He has some of the characteristics of what they call a sociopath. He has no remorse or guilt at all.” 
	(…) “But he doesn’t have any of the other marks (…). He wasn’t a drifter, he had no history of trouble with the law. He wasn’t shallow and exploitive in small things, like most sociopaths are. He’s not insensitive. They don’t know what to call him. His electroencephalograms show some odd patterns, but they haven’t been able to tell much from them.”
	“What would you call him?” Springfield asked.
	(…) “Just to yourself, what do you call him?”
	“He’s a monster.” (HLT, 60-1; my italics)

Hannibal is the Gothic combination of high and low art and form, of a crude realism combined with the incredible. It would be easy to peg Hannibal down as simply a monster, but though he may be that he is also something more. Not only is he remarkably intelligent, but his is also a very sensitive kind of intelligence. From the first we know him to be an impressive psychiatrist, not only because of a longstanding career as one, but also due to the insight he reveals throughout the books, oftentimes against the opinions of other experts. He is almost always right, whereas the quality of the other psychiatrists’ opinions in the book wavers and is shown to be often lacking (idem, 408). However, he also draws and draws very well; he plays the harpsichord for his own amusement and also does it well. He shows great sensitivity towards music and a great understanding of the human psyche and of the different characters that come to visit him. What is frightening and unexpected for them is that even though he understands them and can even empathise with them (otherwise where would his comprehensive projections come from?), he still does not really care for them. As Starling says when thinking about Lecter, “He sees very clearly – he damn sure sees through me. It’s hard to accept that someone can understand you without wishing you well” (idem, 671; Harris’s italics). He seems utterly unmoved by feelings of pity or mercy, and seems only to be afraid of boredom, as Barney, who was his custodian in the asylum says, “You know how he is – you have to threaten him with boredom. That’s all he’s afraid of. Slapping him around’s no good” (idem, 568). He cares not one ounce for conventional morality, but only for his own particular brand of it, which is a unique system based on taste, and taste itself is based on sensitive intelligence. The distinction between what he finds tasteful or not is key towards understanding how he works. Hannibal cares very much about manners, but would not the act of killing people, and eating them, against their will, be utterly rude? Indeed, one could use this understanding to finally declare him utterly insane and be done with it. But it is not conventional manners that he resorts to, for he quite enjoys a sort of selective animalism where wills clash and he fully expects one to come out on top of the other, an evolutionary state of being. He has no qualms with injustice, he expects the world to be unfair and this is seen in his one true belief: chaos (idem, 833). There is no actual law, nothing binds us but our own will to live, to be and to become, and thus it is kill or be killed. So if he finds people utterly disagreeable, because for example they are extremely rude or getting in his way, he reckons it is a fair game to dispose of them as he wishes. Often he kills them and eats certain parts of them, but not always. Sometimes he inflicts on his victims his own warped sense of justice, as seen in the case of Mason Verger, whom he influences into disfiguring himself, cutting chunks of his own face off and feeding scraps of it to his own dogs​[19]​. Hannibal feels no moral qualms about what he did to Mason; he did it for pleasure, for fun. 
Disregarding for a moment the potential moral implications and returning to the Gothic tradition of the high versus the low, we will find it all in one body of work: Hannibal, I would claim, embodies this tradition beautifully. He is highly intelligent and capable; he displays great quality of judgment and even an uncanny knack for manipulation, often achieved by simply using his rhetorical ability. He is a tremendously powerful character and through manipulation he sows discord and plans the downfall of many characters in the novels all while being incarcerated, and all to amuse himself, of course. But it is his taste for fine art and fine understanding which marks him as an elevated character (not to mention his intellectual honesty in dealing with difficult issues, another quest of the Gothic genre which he embodies). However, he is also a cannibal, a killer, and can be quite obscene and primal. These acts of violence and monstrosity mark him as a low kind of character as well. I find it fascinating that he can combine two things so naturally opposed to one another, at least, things that seem to be incoherent at first glance. It would take an exploratory and obscene genre like the Gothic to reflect on this inconsistency, this attraction of opposites, and to make it into a coherent statement. As Jerrold E. Hogle explains, 

the Gothic has also come to deal, as one of its principal subjects, with how the middle class dissociates from itself, and then fears, the extremes of what surrounds it: the very high or the decadently aristocratic and the very low or the animalistic, working-class, underfinanced, sexually deviant (…). The Gothic is thus continuously about confrontations between the low and the high, even as the ideologies and ingredients of these change. It is about its own blurring of different levels of discourse while it is also concerned with the interpenetration of other opposed conditions – including life/death, natural/supernatural, ancient/modern, realistic/artificial, and unconscious/conscious – along with the abjection of these crossings into haunting and supposedly deviant “others” that therefore attract and terrify middle-class characters and readers. (2002: 9)

That Hannibal is both attractive and repulsive, to other characters and readers alike, calls him out as a successfully drawn Gothic character, one who balances the contradictions that, though displayed with such extravagance, we are still able to relate with (a fact evidenced by the extraordinary commercial success of the books, even before the films came). To properly convey the horrors that Hannibal is meant to express, he would have to be relatable. If he were an entity of ‘pure evil’, with no feeling, then his position would not cut close to home. As it stands, it does, and the proximity is uncomfortable. It is the contradiction which is sought after in the book, to mimic the contradictions within each and every one of us. Uncomfortable truths and displeasing realities is what the Gothic seeks, not zones of simple familiarity and reassurance.
Hannibal’s irreligiousness is a particular feature that is also seen in The Monk. Hannibal, for instance, collects newspaper clippings of churches’ roofs collapsing on believers as they are praying. In his first conversation with Clarice Starling, she makes the mistake of trying to quantify him. She suggests he might want to understand what happened to him, why he is in a mental asylum, to which he responds:

“Nothing happened to me, Officer Starling. I happened. You can’t reduce me to a set of influences. You’ve given up good and evil for behaviorism, Officer Starling. You’ve got everybody in moral dignity pants – nothing is ever anybody’s fault. Look at me, Officer Starling. Can you stand to say I’m evil? Am I evil, Officer Starling?”
“I think you’ve been destructive. For me it’s the same thing.”
“Evil’s just destructive? Then storms are evil, if it’s that simple. And we have fire, and then there’s hail. Underwriters lump it all under ‘Acts of God.’”
“Deliberate-“
“I collect church collapses, recreationally. Did you see the recent one in Sicily? Marvelous! The façade fell on sixty-five grandmothers at a special Mass. Was that evil? If so, who did it? If He’s up there, He just loves it, Officer Starling. Typhoid and swans – it all comes from the same place.” (idem, 409-10; Harris’s italics)

His questioning of religion and even the existence of God, or of his supposed benign moral nature, is just the affirmation of an operative norm of critical thinking that seeks the sense of things by attacking their fundamental logic-structure. Any idea is attackable in the Gothic novel; anything can be stripped down of expectations and exposed in its full complexity. The idea, once naked and unprotected by either institution or cultural anxieties, indeed often because of them, is procedurally studied and dissected and often taken to its utmost conclusion, no matter how terrible it may be. It is the questioning that the Gothic does exceptionally well, the search for meaning beyond convention. It feeds on this almost cruel childish curiosity, to see what makes us operate, to see what we have become.
In conclusion, Hannibal is part of the latest face of the Gothic, and it carries on the desire to carry the horror aesthetic as far as it will go, much like Matthew Lewis’s The Monk in its time, along with all moral and aesthetic contemplations and implications. In The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy the Gothic sublime is employed to great and powerful effect, made manifest in, for instance, Hannibal’s preferred method of violence: his cannibalism. The eating of human flesh has to be considered the ultimate taboo in civilised society, and Hannibal not only commits it, he gorges in it, much like the readership and the audience who guiltily enjoy the inherently transgressive nature of the story. With no fear, no remorse, and with tremendous amount of very human feeling, as seen in his taste for great music or art, Hannibal is a monster that cannot be pinned down as simply evil; if for nothing else because the nature of ‘evil’ is so debatable, as he argues in the book (idem, 409-10). Notwithstanding whatever else he may be, he is a vehicle for the Gothic sublime to be carried through to the readers: his monstrous nature perplexes us, his violence shatters us and seduces us just as much as his victims, and the disruptive influence inherent in the books clearly marks them as a collection of Gothic novels, with Hannibal at their centre as a very dark and grotesque Gothic hero. And transformation, with all its frightening implications when thought of in this Gothic universe, is vital to the aesthetic process. 


2. Transformations in Ovid’s Metamorphoses and the Hannibal Lecter Trilogy

2.1 A Narrative of Possession in the Metamorphoses
For Ovid, chaos meant a blandness over things, a universe constituted by utterly indistinguishable elements; not a great confusion or disorder of these elements, as one might suspect, just a lack of differentiation (Feeney, 2004: xxi-ii). For him, whose major topos in the Metamorphoses was the nature of life and the identity of its elements, based on Greek and Roman mythology, it seemed only to make sense to start from the very beginning, from the roots of creation, from chaos. This is to say, from an inherently homogenous and undifferentiated state of being, Ovid describes how God saw fit to break apart the mass into distinctive elements, which then with an awareness of themselves developed both a physical as well as a mental body and space, thus creating the very concept of identity. From chaos came uniformity, distinctiveness, a sense of order, life came into its own. 
In the Metamorphoses, Ovid traces history from the very beginning of time into his own time, making the book essentially an encyclopaedia of ancient myth. But it was his genius to link all the fragments of time and space, of narratives without apparent cause to be connected, by essaying on the notion of identity and what animates life, using the concept of metamorphosis. As Denis Feeney explains in his introduction to Metamorphoses, 

[t]ransformation is the title of the poem and the single linking thread that unites the hugely various stories. As we repeatedly see, however, transformation is not just part of the way the stories work, and not just a human and philosophical theme of inexhaustible richness, but a dynamic that permeates every level and facet of the poem. (idem, xxii)

There is a considerable narrative of promiscuity in the various elements of the Metamorphoses where, though they have been made distinct by God, they do not remain completely separate. Instead, they are interchangeable and influence each other deeply​[20]​ (ibidem). This is how literal metamorphoses are achieved as genders switch and even one species becomes another. It evinces the notion of hybridism (idem, xxiv), identity as hybrid​[21]​, and of a world in flux. This world in flux is presented by the speech of Pythagoras at the beginning of the final book and is, as Feeney explains, “notoriously hard to assess, but it certainly presents a compelling view of a world of flux in which even the Roman empire is merely a passing feature of the world like any other” (idem, xxv). 
It appears that this notion of mutability contradicted the Augustan imperial rhetoric of the time, which saw itself as impermeable to the effects of time and unfaltering. As E. J. Kenney wrote in regard to this Ovidian perspective: “For him [Ovid] the Augustan settlement was not, as it had been for Virgil, the start of a new world, nouus saeclorum ordo, but another sandbank in the shifting stream of eternity” (apud idem, xxvi). Yet if the very identity of the world shifts constantly into new phases, how could individuals remain the same? Nature is part of the Earth, and we are part of Nature. And so, dragged on by this not so metaphorical stream of life, we too change, inexorably, as the movement caused by constant interaction creates life and then alters it, moulding it into something new. Indeed, simply by the virtue of being alive and existing, every action one takes creates ripples throughout life, and the consequences may be hard to predict. Yet what is the nature of this constant interaction and its significance? How does the Metamorphoses come into play? 
In the poem, transformation can be a punishment as well as an attempt to rescue, it can bring out the essential quality of a character or fundamentally undermine it, it can even be senseless and it can certainly be cruel (idem, xxix). As Duncan F. Kennedy asserts, “metamorphosis as a trope explores: continuity and discontinuity; development; identity and identification; appearance and reality” (2002: 321). There is a general contemplation of desire, often sexual desire, and of excess, which tends to fuel these transformations. There is also, as mentioned above, a specific interest in identity: “what is it about a person that makes them that person, and what is it about humans that makes them human?” (Feeney, 2004: xxix). Two examples which are demonstrative of this in the Metamorphoses are the stories of Lycaon and Daphne. Lycaon was a king who refused to acknowledge Jupiter’s divinity when he came to visit his kingdom in human form. He did not believe Jupiter was who he claimed to be, and so decided to prove him mortal by assassinating him in his sleep. Prior to that, he had attempted to serve the human flesh of a hostage, who had been slaughtered for the purpose, to Jupiter, who immediately recognised this impious behaviour and desecration of customs and decency. In his wrath, he destroyed Lycaon’s palace and exiled him from his own land, stripping him of power and wealth. But this was not all the punishment reserved for such a savage king. The final punishment was, as it is described by Ovid, that once in exile

 	[Lycaon] tried to speak, but his voice broke into 
an echoing howl. His ravening soul infected his jaws;
his murderous longings were turned on the cattle; he still was possessed 
by bloodlust. His garments were changed to a shaggy coat and his arms 
into legs. He was now transformed to a wolf. But he kept some signs 
of his former self: the grizzled hair and the wild expression, 
the blazing eyes and the bestial image remained unaltered. (Metam., 1.233-9)

This transformation occurs to signify the animality inherent to Lycaon, shown both by his irreligiousness and his brutality. As Andrew Feldherr explains in his essay “Metamorphosis in the Metamorphoses” however, Jupiter never actually claims responsibility for having inflicted this punishment (2002: 170). Instead, it seems to follow naturally that Lycaon, who was a beast pretending to be a man, now was made to appear as he truly was. His nature was revealed, intensified somehow, and it overtook him. As Feldherr expands, “[j]ust as the creation of the world involved the separation of the lighter elements from water and earth, so here this wild beast who had somehow been grouped among men has finally been returned to his rightful category” (idem, 170). Lycaon could not hide amongst men any longer and was forced back into his essential state. This act in itself appears brutal, as it is perhaps very deterministic. In this sense, identity can also be a curse, as Lycaon suffered a considerable downgrade by having been effectively reduced into his essential qualities, from king to beast. But was his brutality his fundamental feature? It can be supposed that this transformation is ruthless in its judgment but that its merit or sense of justice may be ultimately inconsequential, for however Lycaon felt about it, he was simply turned into a wolf, without any real choice. And any entity which has the power to pass judgment in this manner does not take kindly to second-guessing. 
	This finds a curious semblance in the story of Daphne, the nymph, as she is also a victim of how she is perceived to be. It is perhaps a counterpoint to Lycaon’s story, in the sense that she appears to be fundamentally innocent, but eventually we may end up feeling like she was punished for who she was anyway. Apollo, driven to mad love by Cupid’s spiteful arrow, attempted to obtain the heart and body of beautiful chaste Daphne by declaring his love for her. She cared nothing for fleshly love, and so fled and believed she could outrun the god who chased her for she was defined by her remarkable mobility, “swift as the light breeze” (Metam., 1.502). Apollo, no longer entrusting the consummation of his desire to mere love-stricken words, decided to pursue her with renewed vigour through the woods and glades and gave, for anyone who would care to look, the impression of someone who would stop at nothing to obtain his prize. Exhausted and no longer able to resist, she faced Peneus’ waters and begged her father, a river god, for help.

“Help me, Father!” she pleaded. “If rivers have power over nature, 
mar the beauty which made me admired too well, by changing 
my form!” She had hardly ended her prayer when a heavy numbness 
came over her body; her soft white bosom was ringed in a layer 
of bark, her hair was turned into foliage, her arms into branches. 
The feet that had run so nimbly were sunk into sluggish roots; 
her head was confined in a treetop; and all that remained was her beauty. (idem, 1.545-51)

Daphne thus managed to preserve her chastity and, as Ovid writes, “all that remained was her beauty” (idem, 1.551). But was this what she really wanted? It was not exactly what she had asked for. By being turned into a tree, it was her beauty which was preserved, the same beauty which got her into trouble in the first place. And the price she had to pay was the swiftness and mobility which defined her. Her identity was not sublimated by the transformation, for it was not based on who she was, but on how others saw her, namely her father who turned her (Feldherr, 2002: 172). While she may be seen as a victim of her transformation, just like Lycaon, she also differs from him in the sense that she was not transformed in accordance with her fundamental nature. She was swift and a free spirit, while her beauty was careless and an accident, something which she did not even want when it came to it. Someone decided for her what was best for her.
Furthermore, Apollo hugs her new tree-form and claims, “Since you cannot be mine in wedlock, / you must at least be Apollo’s tree. It is you who will always / be twined in my hair, on my tuneful lyre and my quiver of arrows. / The generals of Rome shall be wreathed with you” (Metam., 1.557-60). This creates a narrative of possession as Daphne, now the laurel tree, not only has to sacrifice the most significant part of herself, but is also transformed into a symbol of the glory of Apollo by marking her in such an historical and divine-like manner (Feldherr, 2002: 173). All she wanted was to be left alone, to enjoy the beauty of nature; instead, she became a victim of the perception of her father and Apollo. They made her a victim out of love, the one emotion one would think that would make such oppression impossible. However, as Feldherr explains, 

Daphne herself consented to the role Apollo offered her by nodding her bough ‘as if it were a head’. But perhaps the bough is just a bough. In other words, perhaps Daphne’s will has been masked completely by her new form, and the attempt to claim her participation in this future as though she were still there marks merely the final stage in her possession. (idem, 173)

The significance of both of these transformations and their complex interpretation will provide us with a significant glimpse into the wealth of the human drama that exists in the Metamorphoses. Considering the nature of love and possession, of the essential identity which defines the characters, there is a return to a cosmic balance where objects are identified in a certain manner or other. There is a great sense of possibility in Ovid where despite its wealth of meaning, its significance is not readily apparent in terms of its resolution. But what is certain is its dramatic potential for representation of issues and emotions which are only too human, as is seen in the instance of Lycaon, the beast, and Daphne, now a laurel tree. The lines between punishment and reward are blurred, between who the characters are and what they are supposed to be, even as they push each other in search for new meaning in a world that is constantly changing. It is the universe seeking definition and moving away from chaos, but what will come of it is impossible to know. To expect just one possibility is to invite an inadequate appreciation of the dynamics of existence. It is in metamorphosis that we find the lenses to appreciate these dynamics. In terms of literature or art, by better understanding the transformation that a character goes through, and by appreciating the set of circumstances and influences which play on it, we acquire the means to relate with that character and their plight. We come closer to understanding their identity. 
	A great feature of Ovid’s Metamorphoses is its intertextuality, the way texts influence each other. An explicit example of this is the use of different narrative styles. As Feeney points out, “In addition to epic, virtually every significant ancient genre is somehow made part of the poem” (2004: xxvi). The integration of all of these texts, alongside the idea of transformation, provides us with a progressive view of intertextuality, which is rich and complex. As Richard Tarrant says,

[f]or Ovid all writing entails rewriting; all reading, rereading. In contemporary critical parlance, Ovid recognized the inherently intertextual element of literary meaning. (...) Ovid’s poetry has proven so hospitable to postmodernist forms of criticism because Ovid himself was so sensitive to the ambiguities and slippages inherent in all communication between poet and reader. (2002: 29)

In this we find referenced the idea of literary cannibalism​[22]​, a concept which he used to great effect by simply wielding whichever source he pleased, in whatever way he pleased, to suit his own purposes. That which influenced him strengthened him. By consuming other works so openly and so eagerly, Ovid, like the cannibal warriors of old, sought to absorb the vitality of these other bodies and use them for his ultimate purpose of being read throughout the ages. As Ovid himself prophesised, “the people shall read and recite my words. Throughout all ages, / if poets have vision to prophesy truth, I shall live in my fame” (Metam., 15.878-9). And his tools for interpreting the stories of his time and previous times are now our tools for that same purpose, we learn from him as he learned from others. So he would not mind, I am sure, if I were to use some of his own tools, carefully harvested in their own time from other sources as well, to create my own argument in regard to the relation between Pygmalion, the sculptor and artist extraordinaire in love with his own creation, and Hannibal Lecter, who we shall meet shortly.

2.2 The Connection between Ovid’s Pygmalion and Hannibal Lecter
Out of all the stories in the Metamorphoses, there is one that links beautifully with that of the character of Hannibal Lecter. It is Pygmalion’s obsession with his own sculpted creation, which strikes, I would argue, an eerie resemblance with the story of Hannibal and Clarice. Pygmalion was a sculptor. Apparently dissatisfied with real women, he decided to remain unmarried, until eventually he simply created one of his own, an “amazingly skilful / statue in ivory, white as snow, an image of perfect / feminine beauty” (Metam., 10.247-49). In this act of creation, he imprinted upon his object of desire everything he thought to be perfect and desirable. It was to be an extravagant beauty of the chaste kind, a shapely form of pearly white skin, and a demure persona that pleased his taste in all ways, and which appealed to his sense of tradition and beneficence. It was to be someone he believed to be truly his match, both physiologically, as well as morally, attached to him and animated, someone who was worthy of him. It follows in the story that he recurrently shares his affections with that perfect being, who is a statue, all his kisses and exploratory caresses. He even clothes it in fashionable dresses of his choosing, and presents to his “idol the gifts which give pleasure / to girls, such as shells from the shore, smooth pebbles or tiny birds, / flowers of a thousand colours” (idem, 10.259-61), the kinds of things, in short, which a demure young woman might enjoy. The gifts he brings to the statue present a clue as to the kind of personality the “idol” is supposed to have, one of naivety and beautiful simplicity and wonder, as opposed to scandalous and greed-ridden, too material and base for his taste. He treats her with adoration. Eventually, the time for a festival dedicated to Venus arrives and he offers the proper sacrificial rites, imploring the goddess to provide him with his ivory statue transformed into an actual, breathing woman. The goddess does grant his wish and beneath the pressure of his fondling and caresses she is moulded once again by his hands, this time moved by desire and love, into a living woman who immediately sees him as her lover who is meant-to-be. Venus blesses the union and they are married, and together they have a child, Paphos, and seem to live happily ever after. 
Her metamorphosis is considerable and significant, and it sparks questions in regard to its meaning. As Ovid hints in his text, Pygmalion seems to sculpt her twice, first as a statue, with his hammer and chisel, and then into a living, breathing, woman by the use of his love and his very hands that touched her. Again, the notion of the object possessed by an unyielding and dominant passion seems present, like Daphne and Apollo, but more than what the object of desire itself may be feeling, I am interested in the act of creation. He created her for his own pleasure, to signify his dislike of the real world, his idealised passion, and his superior taste. That she simply accepts him as her creator and lover signifies a considerable lack of initiative on the part of the object, and makes neat a story that could well have turned out to be quite tragic. The object could have found her creator an unworthy match, and scorned him eventually in search of something more akin to herself, which is representative of the conflict between how she sees herself and what is expected of her.
As mentioned above, in the character of Pygmalion I find a very great parallel with Hannibal Lecter. They are both men of distinction who have gone beyond the reach of society because of who they are. Ovid’s Pygmalion is a man who has chosen to forego the comfort of society in search of his own personal ideals. We are aware that, “[s]ick of the vices with which the female sex / has been so richly endowed, he chose for a number of years / to remain unmarried, without a partner to share his bed” (Metam., 10.244-6). This shows his taste and intelligence, his willingness to keep to his own thinking. That he then creates a statue that is “an image of perfect / feminine beauty” (idem, 10.248-9), and so “appeared to be real; you’d surely suppose her / alive and ready to move, if modesty didn’t preclude it” simply goes to show that his sensibility is matched with great skill as an artist (idem, 10.250-1). These characteristics separate him naturally from society, a fate which he embraces gladly. He is also endowed with great passion, and it is the expression of this passion for beauty that allows his creation to become distinct, and eventually to actually be alive. As Ovid states, “Pygmalion’s / marvelling soul was inflamed with desire for a semblance of a body” (idem, 10.252-3) a simulacrum which only he could provide for himself​[23]​. This ability marks him as someone who is powerful enough to create the very image which his soul craved, and powerful enough to persuade a goddess to transform his passion’s whim into a reality. The evidence of his talent has shifted his life accordingly. The metamorphosis of the object, designed towards his pleasure, has allowed him to become an object of love, a husband, a father, an artist whose art has been made into life, whose “art was concealed by art to a rare degree” (idem, 10.252). 
Similarly, Hannibal is a character whose apparent genius defies the conventional definition of man. The other characters in the trilogy struggle to make sense of him in his indefinability, as the third book explains:

Dr. Lecter does not require conventional reinforcement. His ego, like his intelligence quota, and the degree of his rationality, is not measurable by conventional means. 
In fact, there is no consensus in the psychiatric community that Dr. Lecter should be termed a man. He has long been regarded by his professional peers in psychiatry, many of whom fear his acid pen in the professional journals, as something entirely Other. For convenience they term him “monster”. (HLT, 877)

They fear him because he is different, as well as dangerous, and what makes him so different is his taste. One finds in Hannibal characteristics that identify him with the aesthetes, namely a propensity for elegance, for the refined things in life, such as creams and delicate smells, great food and a passion for ideas and art. Perhaps what best summarises his taste is his sojourn in Florence, Italy, where he has been appointed curator of the Capponi Library, which after his confinement provided him with great pleasure (idem, 877). Specifically, the episode where he visits the Farmacia di Santa Maria Novella, “one of the best-smelling places on Earth” (idem, 927), and buys a very special gift for Clarice, provides us with a practical example of his character’s sensibility. Upon entering the Farmacia,
 
[h]e stood for some minutes with his head back and eyes closed, taking in the aromas of the great soaps and lotions and creams, and of the ingredients in the workrooms. The porter was accustomed to him, and the clerks, normally given to a certain amount of hauteur, had great respect for him. The purchases of the courteous Dr. Fell over his months in Florence would not have totalled more than one hundred thousand lire, but the fragrances and essences were chosen and combined with a sensibility startling and gratifying to these scent merchants, who live by the nose.
(…) For him the air was painted with scents as distinct and vivid as colors, and he could layer and feather them as though painting wet-on-wet. (idem, 927-8)

Despite the popular tendency to see Hannibal as just a manipulative monster, this is not evidence of his manipulative power in regard to other characters, this is no dissimulation; instead, this is evidence of the power of his senses, which brings him close to Pygmalion. Clarice also notices this when, in the third book, she attempts to develop a method to catch Hannibal based on his taste. She perceives his taste to be what might truly differentiate Hannibal from other people.

Taste. The wine, the truffles. Taste in all things was a constant between Dr. Lecter’s lives in America and Europe (…). His face may have changed but his tastes did not, and he was not a man who denied himself. (…) The first step in the development of taste is to be willing to credit your own opinion. (idem, 964-5)

Critical thinking then, and an acute sense of self-awareness and determination characterise him, so much so that it clashes with other characters’ sense of conventional morality and understanding, and even precludes the need for such things. Hannibal not merely feels different, more sensitive and self-reliant, in relation to the other characters: he is different. All throughout the novels we are persuaded of the idea that he is indefinable, a man but not merely so. He is a monster, because of his cruelty and violence, ultimately expressed in his cannibalism, but present also in mere conversation, where he wields his insight and tongue like poignards, right into the heart of the matter. However, he is also extremely powerful and consequential, he is simply too smart, too sensitive, too aware to be simply mad, too feeling to be a mere psychopath killer who feels no empathy, a robotic monster aware only of itself. As Will Graham says in the very first book, he kills and eats human flesh because he wants to, because he likes it, there is an element of choice (idem, 61). That he is also capable of love marks him as a very complex monster. In regard to Clarice, he displays a remarkable capacity for understanding her and her past, her present and her future (idem, 410-11). Does this not make him even more frightening than something just purely wicked? But frightening or no, he is unique, in a more substantial manner than any other character in the books. This connects him to Pygmalion; they are bound by their distaste of convention and their uniqueness, which is defined first by their intellectual capacity, not exclusively but also, for artistic imagination. But all this ability, much like Pygmalion’s, only results in alienating him from society, so much so that he becomes bored by normal behaviour. One could in fact speculate that he engages in cannibalism as a symbol of protest and disgust against convention, against the status quo, and in this act he is once again distinguished, immaculately primal and intellectual, for it is both a brutal act and a conscious decision, based on remorseless reasoning of a ‘man’ of extreme taste and sensibility. This is an apparently insoluble contradiction. He feels distanced from the rest of humanity, particularly from those who are rude or with bad taste, for whom he has a special delectation. Hannibal Lecter tends to eat down, not up, in his social menu. Yet he feels connected to Clarice on an emotional and intellectual level.
But to truly link Hannibal with Pygmalion one must think of the concept of creation. Pygmalion created the ultimate embodiment of female beauty and grace with his extraordinary sculpting. Hannibal has to use other tools to carve his muse, Clarice, into a shape which pleases him, and he chose psychiatry for the purpose. Yet Hannibal is presented with Clarice already made, he has to shape her against her tradition, her mould, he has to make her anew. For this reason, he breaks her down to her most primordial self, into an infant condition, and then builds her up again, now unburdened of her childhood trauma. With Hannibal, as opposed to Pygmalion, there is also an element of extreme control and awareness. He knows that he is changing her, and he does so with extreme care, his efforts culminating in her rebirth, a woman unimpeded by family trauma and cultural trauma, which had been inculcated unto her by the prejudices of her upbringing. 
There is significance in Pygmalion’s act of creation, of devising his own object of passion, which I find mirrored in Hannibal Lecter, for he also is a master sculptor, and his object of desire quickly revealed itself to be Clarice. From The Silence of the Lambs onwards we see how their relationship develops, even between bars, and by relationship I mean the way Hannibal manipulates her, wields her, for his own pleasure and ultimately decides to make her his partner. He undoubtedly cares about her, thinks about her, and eventually desires her for himself. But like Pygmalion he needed to craft his love into being, for the average woman, no matter how intelligent, no matter how “cursed by taste” she might be (HLT, 1014), is simply not enough. Hannibal is presented to us not as an average man, but as something else entirely, as something Other, which seems to escape definition. And his partner must share his fate, fully, without compromise. By tracing the story as it unfolds, and boiling it down into a few very significant events, we can understand his influence on her and how she was transformed according to his own experience, for Hannibal had no Venus, and had to sculpt all the harder for it.

2.3 The Implications of Becoming
How will this knowledge relate to the relationship between Hannibal and Clarice? And how does the story of Misha shed light on this and on the emotional and intellectual development of Hannibal? It seems as though Clarice and Misha become juxtaposed in the narrative in Hannibal’s mind, as though by some cosmic miracle some particularly ominous alignment of the stars, he forces them together. Yet in the book the characters are divided in their opinions on whether Hannibal simply wishes to control Clarice for his perverse pleasure, just because he can, or whether he is fond of her and respects her, and is interested in her. The first option assumes Lecter to be ultimately unfeeling and incapable of love, whereas the second humanises him and makes him more complex, for the idea of someone being able to love someone else truly all the while indulging in acts of cannibalism and murder seems unthinkable, a natural impossibility. But these contradictions are essential to the character, it could be no other way, and to decipher them is part of our work in understanding the richness of the narrative itself. Even the act of accepting a natural state of complexity where contradiction is part of the equation of reason is an exercise that must be practiced by readers to assume full knowledge of the discussion which the book seems to propose.
	To begin with, we have Dr. Doemling, who is the head of the psychology department of a university. He is the only one who presents us with some concrete background information on the childhood of the elusive character of Hannibal Lecter. This occurs in the context of a meeting with Mason Verger, Margot Verger and Paul Krendler, in regard to the relationship between Hannibal and Clarice. Of course, the whole reason why they care about Clarice at all is because they plan to use her as bait to capture the ‘monster’. All information about Hannibal interests Mason, because he is his victim, and wishes to pay back in kind all the brutal courtesies paid to him by the Doctor, a retribution well beyond the boundaries of the law. It appears that Hannibal was born in Lithuania, and that his father was a count, with his title dating from the tenth century, and his mother a high-born Italian, a Visconti (HLT, 1005). During the Second World War, as the Germans retreated from Russia, some Nazi panzers “shelled their estate near Vilnius (…) and killed both parents and most of the servants. The children disappeared after that. There were two of them, Hannibal and his sister. We don’t know what happened to the sister. The point is, Lecter was an orphan, like Clarice Starling” (idem, 1005-6). This is generally the only information that we have about Hannibal’s background in the trilogy, which I am dealing with as the corpus for my thesis. There is, however, more information to be gained about what happened to Mischa, Hannibal’s sister, which I will discuss a little further on. But it is this point of being an orphan which Dr. Doemling wishes to stress. As he says, 

I’m not proposing a kind of sympathy between two orphans, Mr. Verger. This is not about sympathy. Sympathy does not enter here. And mercy is left bleeding in the dust. Listen to me. What a common experience of being an orphan gives Dr. Lecter is simply a better ability to understand her, and ultimately control her. This is all about control. (idem, 1006; Harris’s emphasis)

He continues on the subject of Clarice, who is a big focus of the third book of the trilogy, her identity, when he says that she has an apparent father fixation (idem, 1007). By analysing the letters Hannibal wrote to Clarice, he is able to construct an argument for the idea that essentially Hannibal has been and still remains an effective manipulator of her feelings, by practicing what he calls avunculism, which is the act of “posturing as a wise and caring patron to further a private agenda” (idem, 1009). Hannibal discusses her past and the figure of her parents as a way of “ingratiating” himself to Clarice in order to assert control and influence over her (idem, 1009). As once again he expounds, “I think the woman Starling may have a lasting attachment to her father, an imago, that prevents her from easily forming sexual relationships and may incline her to Dr. Lecter in some kind of transference, which in his perversity he would seize on at once” (idem, 1009). 
	Very soon after this statement Barney is brought in, the male nurse who acted as jail-keeper to Hannibal during his confinement in the psychiatric hospital. Barney has been hired by Mason and is therefore under obligation to keep this very illegal conversation quiet. Interestingly, he presents a different perspective to Dr. Doemling’s. Krendler asks whether Hannibal acted differently in the interviews by Clarice: 
	
“Yes. Most of the time he didn’t respond at all to visitors,” Barney said. “Sometimes he would open his eyes long enough to insult some academic who was trying to pick his brain. He made one visiting professor cry. He was tough with Starling, but he answered her more than most. He was interested in her. She intrigued him.” (idem, 1012)

He is then asked how she intrigued him, to which Barney shrugs and gives the opinion that Hannibal hardly ever saw any women, and since Starling was very attractive, it came together propitiously. 
	
	“They were frank with one another. He’s disarming that way. You have the feeling that he wouldn’t deign to lie.”
	[…] “Dr. Lecter told her some unpleasant things about herself, and then some pleasant ones. She could face the bad things, and then enjoy the good more, knowing it wasn’t bullshit. He thought she was charming and amusing.” (HLT, 1013)

Apparently, she made Hannibal laugh with delight. This is evidence which leans towards the idea that no matter how deadly the relationship between them might become, it has as its source pleasure and a level of empathy and emotion which is only human. This complicates the vision of Hannibal as merely an unfeeling psycho-killer. 

	“I can just repeat what he told me – he could see what she was becoming, she was charming the way a cub is charming, a small cub that will grow up to be – like one of the big cats. One you can’t play with later. She had the cublike earnestness, he said. She had all the weapons, in miniature and growing, and all she knew so far was how to wrestle with other cubs. That amused him.” 
	“The way it began between them will tell you something. At the beginning he was courteous but he pretty much dismissed her – then as she was leaving another inmate threw some semen in her face. That disturbed Dr. Lecter, embarrassed him. It was the only time I ever saw him upset. She saw it too and tried to use it on him. He admired her moxie, I think.”
	[…] “So Clarice Starling and Hannibal Lecter became… friendly?” Mason said.
	“Inside a kind of formal structure,” Barney said. “They exchanged information. Dr Lecter gave her insight on the serial killer she was hunting, and she paid for it with personal information. Dr. Lecter told me he thought Starling might have too much nerve for her own good, an ‘excess of zeal,’ he called it. He thought she might work too close to the edge if she thought her assignment required it. And he said once that she was ‘cursed with taste.’ I don’t know what that means.” (idem, 1014; my emphasis)

She is “cursed with taste,” and this vital clue allows us to imagine very well that Hannibal sees in Clarice the potential for an equal. Hannibal is cursed with taste himself, and in a tasteless world, he feels alone. Much like Pygmalion, he feels alienated from the common world, and needs to create a retreat within himself from which to escape the boredom and blandness which surrounds him, which was especially true in the psychiatric prison, hence the famous passage “Memory, Officer Starling, is what I have instead of a view” (idem, 406). The very epitome of this is his mind palace, a mnemonic system of memory archival and retrieval which provides him with the furnishings, colours and functionality which best suits his personality. And unlike what one might expect, it is a palace of light and beauty, not a dungeon of horror and trauma, or at least, not all of it​[24]​. We may find that some parts of his memory palace are rank with bad odours and worse memories, which are linked with the most essential part of his being. His understanding that Clarice has courage and a meaningful will marks the moment, I would argue, that he begins to realise she might be his very own ivory statue of beauty and empathy. But to Barney’s comments, Mason caustically replies,

	“Dr. Doemling, does he want to fuck her or kill her, or eat her, or what?” Mason asked, exhausting all the possibilities he could see. 
	“Probably all three,” Dr. Doemling said. “I wouldn’t want to predict the order in which he wants to perform those acts. That’s the burden of what I can tell you. No matter how the tabloids – and tabloid mentalities – might want to romanticize it, and try to make it Beauty and the Beast, his object is her degradation, her suffering, and her death. He has responded to her twice: when she was insulted with the semen in her face and when she was torn apart in the newspapers after she shot those people. He comes in the guise of a mentor, but it’s the distress that excites him. (…) To draw him she needs to be distressed.” (HLT, 1014-5; Harris’s emphasis)

Barney then asks if he can speak further on this subject and effectively provide a counter-point to what Dr. Doemling’s character is saying.
	
	“In the asylum, Dr. Lecter responded to her when she held on to herself, stood there wiping come off her face and did her job. In the letters he calls her a warrior, and points out that she saved that child in the shoot-out. He admires and respects her courage and her discipline. He says himself he’s got no plans to come around. One thing he does not do is lie.” 
	“That’s exactly the kind of tabloid thinking I was talking about,” Doemling said. “Hannibal Lecter does not have emotions like admiration or respect. He feels no warmth or affection.” (idem, 1015; my emphasis, then Harris’s)

Then, in response to this, Barney reminds Dr. Doemling that he was the one Professor who had attempted to interview Hannibal Lecter and left crying (idem, 1015). This situation compromises Dr. Doemling in his sincerity and objectivity in the psychiatric analysis of Hannibal, as he is potentially personally invested in avenging his humiliation at the hands of the Doctor. I would argue that a selfish motive does not necessarily preclude a worthwhile analysis, and that Dr. Doemling does indeed appear to produce observations which are worth considering in regard to Hannibal, and which might be useful to our reading, as a counterpoint. 
It is, indeed, easy to see Hannibal as a monster who seeks nothing but the degradation and violation of Clarice. However, this perspective ultimately contradicts the essence of my argument, that Clarice is to Hannibal what the remarkable ivory statue of the perfect woman was for Pygmalion. Pygmalion created his statue fuelled by love, and Hannibal must be seen to do the same if my point is to hold sway. So despite how attractive Dr. Doemling’s perspective may be, how neat and clean in its delivery, I believe it ultimately fails to capture the totality of who or what Hannibal is, especially in his relationship to Clarice. This is not to say that control and power are not part of the relationship between Hannibal and Clarice, but perhaps the same might be said for any human relationship, power and influence being currencies used by anyone at any given time. Would not Pygmalion have been totally shocked if his ivory beauty, that Venus turned into a real woman, would then have turned against him in repugnance and alienation? The story itself assumes the acceptance and submission of the object of desire, on account of Pygmalion’s remarkable gift. His love made the statue be distinct, it made her be alive; would it be so strange then for love to be returned naturally? For them to have found in each other some fundamental meaning specific to them? Perhaps it is often the case in nature that beings are conjoined by need and circumstance, owing to a primordial drive for survival, which empowers them into a productive symbiotic relationship, the ultimate purpose of this being to be, as life is its own justification.
	Barney, however, is shown throughout the books to be nothing but courteous and professional towards Hannibal, and perhaps the best evidence of this is when Hannibal, prior to his escape, thanks Barney for the fair and decent treatment which he gave him in the psychiatric hospital (HLT, 568). He also effectively provides the other side of this discussion on the nature of their relationship and shares with us the perspective that we were lacking from Hannibal in the time of his incarceration, since the book does not share it in any other way, or does so too subtly for it to be concrete. He paints a picture of a sensitive Hannibal Lecter, which Dr. Doemling contradicts vehemently. But how could Hannibal have taste if he does not have feeling? And we have shown he has taste, indeed, the three books seek to provide us with this insight. It is their aim to present to us a person who embodies contradictions; but contradictions, intellectual contradictions, can exist within a complex being and make sense, and Hannibal proves himself to be quite complex as well. Hannibal calls Clarice a warrior. This is of tremendous importance, for it shows just how highly he regards her, how he admires her. He is not a man to shy away from violence, or the understanding that life is fundamentally conflict, so he appreciates her innate courage, her savagery; she, like him, has killed. She has been triumphant in battle. And this, I find, will be his link to Clarice, besides taste. 
	Clarice may suffer from having taste, but her moral codes imprinted on her by her education and her life have crippled her, tamed the lion, as it were. I would argue that it is Hannibal’s purpose not to degrade her and destroy her, but to release the lion from its cage, to aid her in her becoming (idem, 1014). Hannibal, in accordance with what Barney was saying, sees that Clarice could be quite dangerous. This is exciting, of course, as together they would make for quite a pair of predators. But perhaps before we discuss this in greater detail, we should discuss Mischa and what happened to her, as this will link with the final scenes of the book and give us a sense of Clarice’s and Hannibal’s transformation.
	In the third book of the trilogy, we come across a few instances of Hannibal having an episode of what can perhaps be described as him being haunted by a memory of his past, by something which plagues him, possibly trauma. While he is travelling back to America from Italy, hidden amongst the tourists as part of the herd, he feels a bit overwhelmed by the whole human experience of travelling packed like sardines and surrounded by screaming children and such. He retires into his memory palace, where he not only stores and recalls extensive amounts of information, but where he also occasionally lives (HLT, 991). This works very well, for he has created a space for himself which is beautiful, paintings and statues and knowledge of all kinds rest here just awaiting his pleasure, a substantial palace, high ceilinged and vast. However, not all is light and beauty. 

But this we share with the doctor: In the vaults of our hearts and brains, danger waits. All the chambers are not lovely, light and high. There are holes in the floor of the mind (…) A quake, some betrayal by our safeguards, and sparks of memory fire the noxious gases – things trapped for years fly free, ready to explode in pain and drive us to dangerous behaviour… (idem, 991-2)
	
So it is in here that we discover that there is something within Hannibal that is rank with the stench of trauma and it stands to reason that he is no less immune to it than any other thinking and feeling being. As the book writes, “[w]ith his reflexes and strength, apprehension and speed of mind, Dr. Lecter is well armed against the physical world. But there are places within himself that he may not safely go, where Cicero’s rules of logic, of ordered space and light do not apply…” (idem, 993). Indeed, he would have to be an automaton to be inured to the pitfalls of the sensitive mind, and clever though he is, systematic and dexterous as he may be, he is no automatic entity. That he has a source of pain and suffering is proof of his humanity, not of its vestiges, but of its wholesome power. What this humanity may mean for someone like him remains to be seen, and the torments which haunt his mind palace might be different from what we would expect. Perhaps it should be the faces of his victims, begging him for mercy or respite, or cursing him eternally for his brutality, but it is something altogether different, and its source is at the roots of his being, in his childhood.
	Triggered by the “stale gymnasium reek” of the airplane and a baby’s defecation only a few seats next to him, something within his mind awakens restless and the “traps fly up, the oubliettes yawn their ghastly stench” (idem, 993). We must remember of course that Hannibal is particularly sensitive to smell, whereas most characters in the books do not seem to possess the same capacity. This makes him see things which they, in their carelessness, do not see, this distinguishes him. A story is what comes up from the dangerous and forbidding section of his memory. It appears that in the winter of 1944, the deserters who killed his parents kidnapped Hannibal and his sister Mischa and kept them locked in a barn with other children near the hunting lodge where they were waiting out the winter. Hannibal loved his sister dearly and when the time came for a child to be chosen to be killed for the sustenance of the few deserting German soldiers, Mischa was chosen. He tried to hold on to her but could not.

	He prayed so hard that he would see Mischa again, the prayer consumed his six-year-old mind, but it did not drown out the sound of the axe. His prayer to see her again did not go entirely unanswered – he did see a few of Mischa’s milk teeth in the reeking stool pit his captors used between the lodge where they slept and the barn where they kept the captive children (…).
	Since this partial answer to his prayer, Hannibal Lecter had not been bothered by any considerations of deity, other than to recognize how his own modest predations paled beside those of God, who is in irony matchless, and in wanton malice beyond measure. (HLT, 994)

Hannibal learned then, at a very young age, the ruthless nature of the world in which he lived. And the bitter irony of the response of God to his prayers utterly exposed to him the frailty of belief, and the importance of self-reliance. If he would want anything ever again, praying would do him very little good. This is reflected in his irreligiousness, which in turn foregrounds his capacity for critical thinking. This is a sharp contrast with Pygmalion, who benefited greatly from praying to the gods, whereas Hannibal was turned out short. This is a very different lesson for two sensitive souls who wished much the same. Whereas Pygmalion learned about kindness, Hannibal learned about the inexorability of fate.
	
	In this hurtling aircraft, his head bouncing gently against the head-rest, Dr. Lecter is suspended between his last view of Mischa crossing the bloody snow and the sound of the axe. He is held there and he cannot stand it. In the world of the airplane comes a short scream from his sweating face, thin and high, piercing.
	Passengers ahead of him turn, some wake from sleep. Some in the row ahead of him are snarling. “Kid, Jesus Christ, what is the matter with you? My God!” (idem, 995; Harris’s emphasis)

This is an example of one of the episodes where Hannibal loses control, something novel in the trilogy and which exposes him to the intricacies of reality that not even someone as differentiated as he can escape from. Different though the landscape of his mind might be from the other characters in the book, he obeys certain universal principles that cannot be avoided, such as the lesson which pain affords a victim or the weight of trauma. It is also interesting to remark how he is confused for a child by those who hear his thin and piercing scream, as if it was the six year old Hannibal who was screaming, only for them to find out that it was no child that screamed, but a full grown man. Hannibal regains composure and control and begins a letter to Clarice Starling. “First, he sketched her face. (…) In it Starling looks like a child and her hair, like Mischa’s, is stuck to her cheek with tears…” (HLT, 995). This shows evidence towards the idea that in Hannibal’s mind, Clarice and Mischa are juxtaposed and irreversibly connected; that perhaps in Clarice, transformed, he may find a proper vessel for Mischa to be reborn. 
There is a further scene that provides us with great meaning in regard to Hannibal’s feelings towards his long-dead sister. Hannibal was obviously much distressed by this event, and the memory of his sister, and he will retain forever the wish to try and see her again. Already in America, and inspired by Stephen Hawking and the documentary A Brief History of Time (1991), Hannibal Lecter pondered on the issue of entropy, how it is by this means that we denote the passage of time. As the book reads, in Stephen Hawking’s own voice, “You may see a cup of tea fall off of a table and break into pieces on the floor. But you will never see the cup gather itself back together and jump back on the table” (idem, 1100; Harris’s emphasis). But he pondered not so much the effects of entropy, as the reversal of them. He wanted time to revert back into a previous state, constantly flowing backwards, for entropy to “mend itself, for Mischa, eaten, to be whole again” (idem, 1101). Lecter was still greatly troubled by the brutal demise of his young sister, and he wished, like the six year old boy back then, to see her come back alive again, for the horrible event to be reversed. Mischa was extremely important to him, and bears great weight on his imagination still as an adult. In a flight of fancy, with great symbolical meaning, Hannibal then sees Clarice Starling in the news and holds her image in his head, which he then merges with the image of Mischa. He contracts these two images so inexorably that to him these two figures have become somewhat the one and the same.

Now, should the universe contract, should time reverse and teacups come together, a place could be made for Mischa in the world. The worthiest place that Dr. Lecter knew: Starling’s place. Mischa could have Starling’s place in the world. If it came to that, if that time came round again, Starling’s demise would leave a place for Mischa (…). (idem, 1102)

This scene both stresses and implicates Starling’s importance and situation in relation to Hannibal Lecter. In here we see that the two female figures are united in his psyche and made indivisible. It also hints at the nature of the relationship they have developed, her importance to him, and consequently the danger that she faces. Hannibal has placed Clarice in a certain role and he is going to do his best to liberate her, or at the very least transform her, and infuse her with the adequate freedom which suits him, as he himself understands freedom. The unexpected nature of reality, though, will see to it that he is surprisingly successful, so much so that Clarice will amaze and overwhelm him. And though the procedure is frightening and of a questionable ethical nature, it is very effective in the attainment of its goals. 
	When Hannibal returns to America, he finds a comfortable house for himself in secluded isolation and trails around Clarice. He has returned to America, we are led to believe, in great part because of her, and also because of Mason Verger, who insists upon trying to hunt him down. Mason will manage, through his team of Sardinian professional kidnappers, to kidnap Hannibal, and it will happen right under the nose of Clarice. Like the warrior, or the lioness, Hannibal always thought her to be, she goes to his rescue and eventually stops the ritualistic murder which he was about to be subjected to, according to the malicious whims of Mason. This character has a foul and cruel nature, as seen in his taste for drinking martinis with children’s tears, tears which he extracts himself from children by bullying them with all the resources of an ingenious adult who has great practice in malice (HLT, 807-10). Clarice rescues Hannibal, but ends up being rescued by him in turn, as she is shot with sleeping darts so powerful that in the doses that she was subjected to, they were lethal. Hannibal, a practiced physician, recognises the danger and immediately takes her to the safety of his retreat and treats her with the utmost care (idem, 1171-2, 1175). This is the scene immediately leading up to the famous dinner sequence which has tantalised so many readers of the book, and the audience of the movie adaptation. He cares for her and provides the most relaxing and safe environment that he can manage, and he manages very well. And then they talk. Existing in a place where she “was herself and not herself,” Starling confides in Dr. Lecter, is led by him in what the book implies is a therapeutic manner, with a therapeutic goal (idem, 1177). This is seen in the following passage,

The things she told Dr. Lecter were often surprising to her, sometimes distasteful to a normal sensibility, but what she said was always true. And Dr. Lecter spoke as well. In a low, even voice. He expressed interest and encouragement, but never surprise or censure. (idem, 1183)

He aims to confront her with the death of her father, and to unburden Clarice of her fixation with the past. With the help of some sort of psychotropic drugs, he even impersonates her father in the hope of helping her achieve closure (idem, 1184). Hannibal’s goal was not to glorify her father forever, but to allow her to see the truth in regard to him. 
Eventually, again under the influence of a “major hypnotic drug, and deep hypnosis,” she finally starts attacking her father for what she perceives is his incompetence, his lack of ambition (idem, 1186). He got himself killed and left the two of them, Clarice and her mother, alone in a ruthless world that cared nothing for their plight. She calls him stupid, too stupid to do any better. Hannibal is pleased by this, as the book reads, “The monster settled back a micron in his chair. Ahh, at last we’ve come to it. These schoolgirl recollections were becoming tedious” (idem, 1186; Harris’s emphasis). This serves the purpose of reminding us that Hannibal has not changed into a conventional therapist who ‘blindly’ cares only for her well-being. Instead, he has the specific goal of truly making her see everything that there is to see. He does not want the complacency of ignorance, but the painful awareness which only the complete truth brings, since freedom comes at the cost of innocence. Would she still remain fixated on her father and her duty to him if she acknowledged his weaknesses? Clarice, trailing after her father in a law enforcement career for which she might not be suited at all, owing to her rebellious and unconventional spirit, might also be fundamentally unhappy, incomplete. This is the idea that whatever potential she might have is blocked by her father-fixation, by her traumatic experience of him. This is what I would argue Hannibal is doing: he is attempting to release her from the bondage of her trauma. Hannibal has even prepared the remains of her father in a room for her to confront their emptiness, whatever meaning she had attached to her father’s figure was fundamentally given by her herself, for the dead no longer have any worries. She shows still great love for her father, but Hannibal warns her that, essentially, she needs to live her own life and stop fantasizing about what a hero dad was and how great it would be if he only were there. The point was he was not. He leaves her to mourn her father’s demise for the last time and tells her that, when she comes out, to bring only what she needs (idem, 1188). Eventually she comes out of the room, and her “smile was soft and sad and her hands were empty” (idem, 1189).
	This proved to be insufficient, however. Lecter found that Starling exhibited patterned behaviour, which had been imprinted upon her by her early childhood memories. Specifically the slaughter of the lambs and horses on the ranch, which she had failed to save and which then made her obsessed both with their plight, as well as with the act of rescuing victims, leaving little to no room for her to be herself. She is too burdened with an awareness of a sort of natural and inescapable animal condition which defines a fundamentally unjust world. Due to her idealistic vision of her father’s good qualities, she remained obtusely unaware of her father’s bad qualities; her early admission was simply not enough to shake the yoke which her childhood matrixes placed upon her, and which Hannibal felt conditioned her too greatly. He focuses on her anger instead, on the injustices done to her that were so outrageous that they broke apart her fantasy of being a saviour of poor and lost ‘lambs’, lambs like Catherine Baker Martin, the victim of Jame Gumb in the second book, whose kidnapping and situation moved her so. It seemed that most of her resentment gained an embodiment in the figure of Paul Krendler. Linked with Krendler’s oppressive actions against her was the significant failure of her father in keeping himself alive, in finding a better job. That with his death he condemned Clarice and her mother to a miserable, especially arduous and lonely life, meant that Clarice was mostly raised by cold and detached institutions, not a personal healthy, loving family. Krendler was symbolic for failure and frustration, the very characteristics which held her back in her fixation with them. As the book says, “[Krendler] could be blamed. But could he be defied? Or was Krendler, and every other authority and taboo, empowered to box Starling into what was, in Dr. Lecter’s view, her little low-ceiling life?” (HLT, 1190). This makes plain what Hannibal considers is the effect of trauma in Clarice: her life has become limited by the happenings of her childhood. What is less obvious, however, is the extent of the damage. If we follow Hannibal’s reasoning that the damage caused by these early events has condemned her to a “low-ceiling life,” then by attempting to literally expand her mind and her possibilities as an individual, mentally, morally, intellectually speaking, Hannibal is helping her. Krendler, then, seems to be the missing piece of the puzzle. Hannibal must connect Clarice with her anger and provide her with an awareness of reality which pleases him, her key towards the freedom that he feels would suit her, and which he obviously believes she is capable of.
	Hannibal kidnaps Krendler, and prepares him for his final supper. On that night, he provides Clarice with elegant clothes and decks the dinner room with tremendous amounts of flowers and other such preparations, clearly with the intent of making the room exuberant and lively and tasteful. He then waits for her in the drawing room, where he is playing the harpsichord, and when she does come down, dressed in a long dinner gown of cream silk, with earrings of pendant cabochon emeralds, his breath stops at the sight of her beauty (idem, 1201). Hannibal commends her for being beautiful to which she replies “thanks,” a colloquialism he finds distasteful for such an intimate subject. He tells her not to simply say “thanks,” to which she replies “I say what I mean” (idem, 1201). 
	
	It occurred to Dr. Lecter in the moment that with all his knowledge and intrusion, he could never entirely predict her, or own her at all. He could feed the caterpillar, he could whisper through the chrysalis; what hatched out followed its own nature and was beyond him. (…)
	Clarice Starling smiled at him then, the cabochons caught the firelight and the monster was lost in self-congratulation at his own exquisite taste and cunning. (idem, 1201-2)

These details, which I find most revealing, sound quite close to what one could consider to be love. Just as he realises that he can never own her, that he can only influence her becoming, her liberation, in a meaningful way, he then takes pleasure in the sight of her and rejoices in having fed this special pupa such good quality stuff. He seems to embrace this lack of control on his part and to accept it as natural, the impossibility of total control, and will ride with it for the rest of the book, indeed encouraging it. He then prepares her for the upcoming dinner.

“Clarice, dinner appeals to taste and smell, the oldest senses and the closest to the center of the mind. Taste and smell are housed in parts of the mind that precede pity, and pity has no place at my table. (…) It can be far more engaging than theater.”
	(…) “Look, Clarice. That delicious vision is what you are. This evening you will see yourself from a distance for a while. You will see what is just, you will say what is true. You’ve never lacked the courage to say what you think, but you’ve been hampered by constraints. I will tell you again, pity has no place at this table.” (idem, 1202)
	
He injects her once more with something, the book does not say but one can hazard a guess, and dinner begins when Krendler is revealed to be a guest at dinner, albeit in a different capacity from the two of them, considering his hybrid status as both dinner guest and part of the main course. He is also drugged and prepped as though he were about to be submitted to brain surgery. A sort of hallucinated conversation ensues where everyone says exactly what they think, so Krendler is predictably insulting and demeaning towards Clarice and she has this to say:

	“You know, Mr. Krendler, every time you ever leered at me, I had the nagging feeling I had done something to deserve it.” (…) “I didn’t deserve it. Every time you wrote something negative in my personnel folder, I resented it, but still I searched myself. I doubted myself for a moment, and tried to scratch this tiny itch that said Daddy knows best.”
	“You don’t know best, Mr. Krendler. In fact, you don’t know anything.” (idem, 1207)

Krendler stupidly fails to recognise who she is, claiming that she isn’t Starling, she merely appears to be. It seems that the change Hannibal has helped Starling to effect is considerable. But this interaction is remarkable and appears to point further in the direction that Hannibal Lecter, complicated though it might be, is helping Clarice deal with her issues. He might be in fact healing her.
	This vision becomes complicated when Hannibal feeds the two of them exquisitely prepared food, of which one of the major ingredients is part of Krendler’s frontal lobe. Clarice seems to enjoy the meal tremendously and even asks for a second helping, which pleases Hannibal greatly (HLT, 1210). He then kills Krendler with a crossbow shot and we learn that Hannibal might be considering using that same crossbow on Clarice at some point. In his own twisted logic, he believes, or wants to believe, that somehow, by killing Clarice, Mischa can come back to life in her place, even though he also acknowledged previously the possibility of there being a place for Mischa within Clarice, without the necessity of killing her (idem, 1190). We are now at the dessert portion of the dinner, back in the drawing-room where they discuss precisely these finer points of physics and resurrection. Clarice ponders his suggestion, that she might be the perfect vessel of return for Mischa, and instead retorts that Hannibal should pay heed to his own lesson: if there was space inside her for her father, why wouldn’t there be place inside him for his sister? In other words, why not make peace with the loss and move on? That she replies in such a way shows that she is capable, intellectually and emotionally, of making interpretations and decisions which contradict her maker’s expectations, but which creatively re-imagine his original premise. Dr. Lecter seemed pleased with this, and “perhaps he felt a vague concern that he had built better than he knew” (idem, 1213). 
	Clarice then is brightened with an idea that might motivate Lecter into understanding, from her point of view, that together they might move on into something grand. This I believe is signified by her question about breastfeeding and the act of showing her breast to him, giving it to him, her nipple showered in Château d’Yquem, which he takes swiftly. He acknowledges his consent to this new state of affairs where together they are more than when separated. By offering her breast to him, she imposes upon him a structure, a hierarchy, not unlike divine worship, which he ought to practice to her, a price to pay, a price which he would want to pay: submission. He takes her breast in his mouth and signals a surrender which only true passion can provide, and also marks the true beginning of her rebirth: she is now essentially someone else, she has come into herself. 
In the story of Pygmalion, the ivory statue that is the object of pleasure was created and developed exclusively to please Pygmalion, to become his lover and to distinguish him. The object of desire had no voice of her own, it is apparent. But with Clarice that is not so, she is endowed with a freedom, an elegance and an authority which goes beyond that of the mere ivory statue come to life. Although it could be argued that she moved from a state of torpor into one of control and awareness, of revolutionary distinction and selfhood, her animation is consistently more complicated. It is not a story of love where the masculine will is sated primarily and there seems to be almost no back-and-forth. Instead it is one where the dynamics between them is violent, agitated, predicated upon a process of transformation which seems surreal and vividly potent. But it is also one where the identities of the performers are challenged, where authority is distributed amongst both parties and their individual powers clash in seemingly inescapable conflict. Amidst that passion rises an uneasy truce, where both ride on one another through life, seeking pleasure and glamour and self-expression, but with a fuse already burning. The unstable nature of their collective experience, as per their violent characters, seems to gravitate towards some sort of colossal ruin, which they enjoy and are willing to risk; a situation where the reader might be left wondering who in the end will eat whom, something figurative in most relationships, but quite literal in theirs.
The ending of the book may seem whimsical, but it is deeply serious in its consideration of metamorphosis. Hannibal is part therapist, part mentor​[25]​, as in the books he guides several pupils. In the first book, he seems to encourage and guide Francis Dolarhyde, whereas in the second book we learn that he must have had some sessions with Jame Gumb, which did not really help him in the conventional sense. Finally, in the third book, it is Clarice, a pupil with a greater sense of balance, less murderously inclined. This elevates her in regard to Hannibal, and will eventually blur the lines between mentor and apprentice. The seriousness of these transformations is due in part to the seriousness of their implications. What an extraordinary idea that trauma can be pinpointed like that and the obstacle removed, providing anybody with a fairer chance at becoming themselves, at liberation, at greater self-expression and empowerment. But she has allied herself with Hannibal, taken his direction and his habits, the most worrying one, perhaps, being cannibalism. The book makes quite clear that she is not just following in his lead: Hannibal may be an extremely persuasive and creative force, but so is she. From the beginning, she has demonstrated resilience and inventiveness, courage and audacity, and even efficiency in the pursuit of her own goals. There is little doubt that she is enjoying herself in this final scene, and our picture of her is one of splendour and grandeur, in greater control of herself than ever. 
Has Clarice become like Hannibal, an Other? The significance of the act of cannibalism seems to highlight her status as something foreign to conventional morality, just like Hannibal, and that she seems unburdened by her evil either signifies that she is totally unfeeling, unconscious of her barbarism and brutality, or that she chooses to indulge in it, to revel in it. She has become both primordial and high-end, the beauty and the beast in one single vessel. The latter option seems the most likely to me because, like Lecter, she seems animated and lively, ecstatic in her pleasure and enjoyment of the lovely scenery and opera she was about to witness by the end of the book. Even during dinner, she had enjoyed herself. She ate human flesh and enjoyed it, with no apparent guilt or remorse or fear, no different than the venison she certainly enjoyed afterwards. She has transcended into the place that Hannibal Lecter has gone into, and now enjoys a freedom that is difficult to understand as positive, or negative, but which I feel we must address simply as unknown territory, unknowable. It is also both, majestic and horribly grotesque, and the contradiction is as inescapable as the fact. Perhaps its significance is confined to this world of fiction; perhaps it is most human in its design. 
Similar contradictions are found in Ovid’s Metamorphoses, where even the great gods of the Olympus, endowed with the most celestial of qualities, commit wanton rape and give loose reigns to all their appetites, like jealousy, rage, vanity and pride. This is also curiously signified by Lecter’s house in the dinner scene, where we find an explicit mention of an Anne Shingleton painting, as well as a reproduction of Donatello of Leda and the Swan, the theme being Zeus’s seemingly limitless sexual appetite being sated on Leda while he is in the form of a Swan, another idiosyncratic feature of the classic Greek All-father, that of taking different forms to have sex. This is yet another imaginative, albeit horrible, use of metamorphosis in ancient texts, and it too seems whimsical. It is like cruelty can be laughable, although the implications are very often serious.
The theme of possession that we highlighted in Ovid at the onset of the chapter is here revisited: is Clarice the nymph that is turned to a tree, thereby losing all her essential qualities, or is she a tree turning into a nymph, gaining essential qualities that she had never understood she had, or lacked the courage to apply? Or is she instead a Lycaon, a fierce creature inside of forbidding nature that simply lacked the means to truly express itself and come out, in all the seemingly liberating fierceness of violence? Maybe she is all of these things at the same time. However, I would conclude that there is an unearthing of essential qualities in regard to Clarice, by Hannibal, who has somehow perfected a method of transformation, of becoming. This is so effective that, though it seems also to be very exclusive in regard to whom it can be applied to, because it requires tremendous mental and moral flexibility, when one undergoes it, one seizes almost to be recognizable. In a state of growth, “fine and better than fine,” Clarice seems to be meaningfully growing, as well as Hannibal, and though there will always be a certain amount of danger in two people so liberated from conventional moral impulses, they seem to be enjoying themselves (HLT, 1218-20). Her transformation is frightening and it is impressive, and though she has become, as Lecter’s female counterpart, a mother of monsters, and a monster herself, she has also become something more. Something indefinable, sensitive and splendorous and alive, something else entirely, something Other indeed. This is a vital clue as to how Hannibal has become what he is, whatever that is, that inexorable darkness which frightens the subconscious of any living being, a walking nightmare that feels. And even though the books, all three, do not explicitly speak of his own becoming which must have occurred previous to the events in the first book, we can certainly infer the mental processes which he must have gone through based on his treatment of Clarice. Thus, we are one step closer to understanding what his character might mean, in light of all the theories conveniently located and explored in this dissertation, and through his meaning gain insight into the concept of transformation, of metamorphosis itself. This astonishing transformation of Clarice certainly equates Hannibal to Pygmalion, the genial sculptor of Ovid, and may indeed qualify him to be his better, if for nothing else, because Hannibal relied on his art alone, and no God ever came to his help as far as we are aware.


3. Hannibal as an Overhuman and the Paradox of Intelligence

3.1 Thus Spoke Zarathustra: The Will to Power and the Overhuman
Thus Spoke Zarathustra (1883), by Friedrich Nietzsche, is a philosophical book allegorically conceived, the contents of which I feel will be of use towards explaining Hannibal’s becoming in The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy (2005). By applying Nietzschean theory to the Hannibal corpus, I feel I can further approximate what the significance of Hannibal’s transformation might be within a greater discussion of identity and transgression. The concepts that one learns with Zarathustra can be quite complex and debatable in terms of their functionality and even sense​[26]​, but they are also practically meaningful, and I find in them something which connects both to Hannibal (the character) and metamorphosis, the great unifying theme of my line of reasoning. Specifically, the Nietzschean terms I wish to approach throughout this chapter are the ideas of the will to power, the overhuman​[27]​ as opposed to the ultimate man, self-overcoming, as well as literal mentions of metamorphosis, which I then will apply to my main corpus, in the search for that connection mentioned before. I will start by exploring the overhuman and self-overcoming, related to the condition of metamorphosis required to attain a heightened state of being. In essence, what the conditions are to go beyond humanity. 
The mood which greatly exemplifies Nietzsche’s rebellion and indicates his relevance to me in the context of this work is very well expressed in the following passages:

My brother, do you want to go apart and be alone? Do you want to seek the way to yourself? Pause just a moment and listen to me.
	‘He who seeks may easily get lost himself. It is a crime to go apart and be alone’ – thus speaks the herd.
	The voice of the herd will still ring within you. And when you say: ‘We have no longer the same conscience, you and I’, it will be a lament and a grief.
	(…) One day you will no longer see what is exalted in you; and what is base in you, you will see all too closely; your sublimity itself will make you afraid, as if it were a phantom. One day you will cry: ‘Everything is false!’
	(…) You compel many to change their opinion about you; they hold that very much against you. You approached them and yet went on past them: that they will never forgive you. (Zarath., 88-9)

What these passages express is a conflict of interest between two groups. There is the solitary individual, the thinker and the feeler who, Nietzsche leaves quite clear, is naturally opposed to the masses and they to him or her. Certainly, it is their contrast which makes them relevant to one another and to us, their distinctive features make the lesson hit home: that the weak serve as a reference point to the strong, and that there is no bridge to be built between them. There is a fundamental inequality which is inescapable and irresolvable. As Nietzsche says, they no longer share the same consciousness, their aims, their realities are forever different. The sensitive soul is the creator who, in Nietzsche’s perspective, will propel humanity forward, – not necessarily humanity as a group, but as individuals, as a sort of biological meritocracy, indeed an alternate interpretation of evolution (Conway, 2006: 534). This is the overhuman, the one who constantly overcomes himself in his search for meaning, a state of being which keeps circling back unto itself, digging deeper and deeper. And this is the great lesson of Zarathustra, the solution to a life utterly devoid of purpose: the only truth that one can obtain is the truth which you “determine upon,” which “you will” (Hollingdale, 2003: 25-7):

	I teach you the Superman. Man is something that should be overcome. What have you done to overcome him? 
	All creatures hitherto have created something beyond themselves: and do you want to be the ebb of this great tide, and return to the animals rather than overcome man? 
	(…) The Superman is the meaning of the earth. Let your will say: The Superman shall be the meaning of the earth! (Zarath., 41-2; Nietzsche’s emphasis)

This in turn is linked deeply with the notion of the will to power, a “sublimated form of the will to power” (Hollingdale, 2003: 26), embodied in the overhuman and its logic follows thus: the overhuman is he who is a master of himself, who creates successfully his own truth which is justified in himself, and who is in turn constantly evolving and learning new truths (idem, 27). The search for power, then, and its dispensation, is Nietzsche’s vision of the purpose of life, all the while forfeiting almost entirely any need for a metaphysical truth (idem, 29). As Zarathustra puts it when he initially encounters a saintly hermit near to his former retreat, “‘Could it be possible! This old saint has not yet heard in his forest that God is dead!’” (Zarath., 41). In the search for an ever greater sense of complexity and richness of perspective, Nietzsche opposed the simpler Darwinian empiricism which vied for the instinct of self preservation to be the greatest motivating force behind life and growth. Instead, he believed the need for self-expression often supersedes the survival instinct (Conway, 2006: 535-6). It is not that all creatures do not have an instinct of self-preservation, but that they are willing to forego even that in exchange for greater power and greater feeling of power, which has to do greatly with its expression. In that sense, will to power is merely the need for all organic and inorganic beings to first acquire and then to express their intrinsic natures and strengths, which is, in essence, to become (Pearson, 2006: 242). The difference between the two is that organic entities must struggle to acquire power and a sense of self through a series of steps, learning, in order let loose their natural influence, whereas an inorganic entity, like a hurricane, dispenses its force naturally and instantly, it simply already is. This process of becoming naturally requires constant transformation, constant growth, and this is where an exploration of metamorphosis comes in. 
The notion of power, according to Nietzsche, is something which enables life to be and to hold any meaning, for it is through power that we acquire joy, and joy is entirely self-justified. Through the sense of the greatest increase in power, in what relates to humanity, through great self-control and influence exerted over his surroundings, the overhuman may be born. And because he has the greatest sense of increase in power, fuelled unremittingly by his passion to become and his great love of self, a self which is ever-changing, much like life itself is ever-changing, the overhuman is also the one who experiences the greater sense of control, which leads to a greater sense of joy. Thus his living experience is naturally a greater justification of life itself and of the earth than the living experience of a life form that is only able to experience lesser forms of joy (Hollingdale, 2003: 27). As Conway puts it,

While all things, organic and anorganic, partake of the constitutive flux of the cosmos, living beings develop according to an immanent principle of self-transformation. In its unrelenting struggles with external forces and alien entities, an organism is gradually transformed into its other. And although these transformations may often appear random, or even whimsical, they are in fact governed by law and always strive to achieve the same goal. According to Nietzsche, an organism or species continues to progress toward ever greater amplifications of power until it arrives at the full and final expression of its native strength. The irrepressible surge of life thus legislates the continual obsolescence of formerly vital forms and the concomitant creation of new forms.
	Nietzsche’s preferred term for the law-governed process of organic development is self-overcoming (...). (2006: 538; his emphasis)

The inevitable progress towards a greater sense of self then is its own justification.
But that is not all, for the overhuman accepts that in the affirmation of life that comes with joy, and which he partakes in eagerly, there is even a place for great pain, and it is his love of life as a whole which must necessarily lead him to become an ever-increasingly complex creature, and also more significant, a gift which only the balance between joy and suffering can provide. Indeed it might be argued that only in the balance of pleasure and pain can joy be found. Regardless, he vows to embrace life as a whole, even the painful aspect, which explains the ease with which he delves into constant self-overcoming, wherever it may lead, a process ordinarily laborious and frightening. It is about acceptance of reality however one may find it, embracing it, not evading it. As Hollingdale explains, “[t]he joy of the Superman in being as he is, now and ever, is the ultimate sublimation of the will to power and the final overcoming of an otherwise inexorable and inevitable nihilism” (2003: 27). This is to say that to disregard the violent and true nature of life, as well as its successes, is to plunge deeply into an inevitable nihilism that would consume all. To only take into account a sort of never-ending pleasantness is to disregard the complexity of life which will not be denied. Either all things lead towards a sense of meaning and identity, or nothing at all does. It is at this point that we find the notion of eternal recurrence, which is essentially the continuous return to the same. What if one’s life was lived repeatedly in exactly the same circumstances, for all eternity? It would take someone who truly loves himself, who is so well balanced with life and its own seemingly inexorable will to power, in order to want to go through the same existence infinitely. This, Nietzsche proclaims, is another of the grand goals of the overhuman. However, I tend to think of it more simply as a thought-experiment designed to express a sense of urgency in living well, and doing so immediately, so as to ultimately avoid the feeling of regret and of having wasted one’s life. In that sense, it is key to live and make decisions based on what is best for ourselves first, because essentially it is with ourselves that we must contend even in an ordinary day-to-day context.
	Complications arise with these ideas. A first example is Nietzsche’s lack of sincerity in his own belief of the will to power, because it does not explain away life’s moments of partial to total inactivity and its consequent instances of pure wastefulness. This is to say that verifiably not all life simply wishes to obtain power in order to express itself, that life is not that purposeful (indeed it may very well be purposeless), no matter how much he would like it to be so, and this is a contradiction he was aware of (Porter, 2006: 555). This is mirrored by the fact that Zarathustra, and Nietzsche with him, feels that he must champion life to compensate for its aforementioned lapses in activity in relation to its unrelenting dynamism, which he supposedly believes is the ultimate state of being, or rather the most essential one. But to champion life is to underestimate life, to judge it lacking in its vigour, which is in itself an absurd notion, and contrary to what the overhuman aims to represent. He is supposed to be contained in himself first, and to take all complexity into account, even the opposite points, insofar as they aid him in his growth. Self-control is the goal, not universal control, a form of all encompassing sovereignty which is a delusion​[28]​. While personal sovereignty is already an incredibly difficult notion to accept and to realise, universal sovereignty as it is channelled by one or even a group of highly advanced beings is, in essence, inconceivable. By attempting to dictate life, the universe is anthropomorphised, reducing its natural complexity, which is precisely what Nietzsche did not want (Conway, 2006: 543-4).	
Returning to the overhuman, there are certain steps which must occur in order for such a creature to come into being. These are the stages of transformation of the soul, which is to say the identity of a being, and they are three in total: “I name you three metamorphoses of the spirit: how the spirit shall become a camel, and the camel a lion, and the lion at last a child” (Zarath., 54). The camel stage of the spirit has to do with the ability to be well laden, to willingly submit yourself to burdens, namely the burden of wisdom and knowledge and even of solitude if necessary, and to bear these burdens stoutly, with the patience and endurance of a camel. But to be like the camel is not enough, one also needs to become the lion. 
It is assumed that by having been the camel, you have carried your burdens well into the loneliness of the desert, where you are naturally adapted to be and untroubled. But it is in this loneliness that a clash between two wills occurs: “Thou shalt,” the great dragon, as Nietzsche calls it, and “I will!” (idem, 55). The tamer camel does not have the audacity to even think up “I will!”, for that it must transform itself into the lion, which becomes an aspect of the critical soul. In that sense “Thou shalt” represents the expectations of a society, of a religious order, of a family, of friends and foes alike, in regard to oneself. It means to be told what to do and to obey without question, to do what is expected of you. But this state of obedience is contrary to the regal nature of the lion, which demands intrinsically to become a master of itself, and so “I will!” is born. It is my will which is relevant, not yours, and these are my burdens that I must carry, not everyone else’s. This act of defiance is idiosyncratic to Nietzsche, who is in essence discussing himself (Conway, 2006: 539, 544), and by extension speaking to those who find such views relevant. It assumes also a curious stance of separation of the individual from the collective, as previously mentioned. Isolation, in this manner, might very well be a prerequisite. The lion then stands alone and is king of his own solitary desert, and it is by his disobedience that he is made king. The great dragon would preserve for itself the value of all things, such as duty and tradition, “values of a thousand years glitter on the scales (...) ‘All values have already been created, and all created values – are in me’” (Zarath., 55). And in Nietzsche’s, or Zarathustra’s, own words, the necessity of the lion is explained distinctly so, “[t]o create new values – even the lion is incapable of that: but to create itself freedom for new creation – that the might of the lion can do. To create freedom for itself and a sacred No even to duty: the lion is needed for that” (idem, 55). 
So the lion, with all its capacity for freedom, is still not enough, not imaginative enough or innocent enough, and it is at this point that the child comes. 

The child is innocence and forgetfulness, a new beginning, a sport, a self-propelling wheel, a first motion, a sacred Yes. 
Yes, a sacred Yes is needed, my brothers, for the sport of creation: the spirit wills its own will, the spirit sundered from the world now wins its own world. (idem, 55)

Out of the void brought about by the lion’s disruption, there comes a new world created by the individual who, as the child, makes sandcastles out of the sands of time and place. A meaningful thought, for it finalises (even though nothing is truly final) a process of self-overcoming and ascribes to it the power to create a new and intelligent world, one better suited for the host which is the human, or more accurately the overhuman. The human who is well laden with energy and inquisitiveness becomes fierce and breaks free from the bonds which are severely imposed upon him. He then creates for himself new values which better suit his individuality, his need towards growth and joy. It is important to notice at least two things in regard to this. The first is that changes are not sudden, and they are not totally separate, because the soul will always be the camel as well as the lion and the child, it needs all skills and strengths, which it carries over onwards into a new state of being. This is a sort of fantastic self-efficiency where all states of being are natural and blameless as long as you eventually reach a higher state where you refine the process and comprehend both the qualities that used to be your only qualities, as well as the flaws which used to be your flaws but not anymore, an energy build-up leading towards grandiose self-expression, the sublimated self. This is once again derived from Nietzsche’s own experience and perspective of life, singular and subjective though it may be (Conway, 2006: 539-46). It describes an overdeveloped process of learning from your own mistakes, which may be relevant further on in the following two parts of the chapter.
	The second thing that needs to be said is that, nowhere in the description of the transformations which the soul must undergo in order to become, is it specified exactly what it is that the soul will become. There is the concept of the overhuman, but it is a concept predicated on the will to power, in the sense that the overhuman seeks to justify the Earth by becoming himself ever more, and acquiring ever greater expansions of power with which to express himself more accurately, or more vehemently. Nowhere in this process does there seem to be a great specification of character traits besides extraordinary self-control and an obsession with learning, the precise nature of the being remaining predictably within the realms of the mysterious. It is as if the ultimate consequences are too extraordinary, or too dire, to be truly and accurately understood, almost to the point of it being just pure fancy. Neither is there a great concern for morality, which Nietzsche seems to place on the same level as religion, which is to say delusional and on its way out (idem, 540). As Nietzsche says: “Morality and religion belong entirely under the psychology of error: in every single case cause and effect are confused; or truth is confused with the effect of what is believed to be true; or a state of consciousness is confused with the causality of this state” (apud Pearson, 2006: 243-4). To view common morality as fundamentally erroneous is acceptable, but only if one is willing to consider the replacement of the more conventional systems of morals, which the will to power seems to propose: that the most sophisticated and advanced creature rules supremely and the lesser creature must inevitably fade out, one way or another. The nature of the overhuman assumes a conversion from one state of being which is cruder and more primitive for another which is far more advanced. The process of integration of truth does not comprehend a strict adherence to human error which the mere human is so fond of and is unwilling to let go (Pearson, 2006: 236). 
	This raises the question of what the cost is for such a transformation into the overhuman, and what exactly is the nature of this end result. Such a force capable of the greatest degree of self-mastery, along with a ruthless desire for power and expansion and self-expression, is a mighty entity indeed, but one which seems to give credence to fears in regard to its amoral nature. And this is never minding for the moment that the will to power may be totally delusional, indeed an expression of our very modern powerlessness, as reflected in the fallout generated by the atomic bomb, for instance (Porter, 2006: 561). In that sense, Nietzsche is not expressing his own personal point of view but making a play on the modern human condition of power-hungry individuals, despite giving a grand presentation of the will to power as the meaning of life. These contradictions, I would like to point out, are implicitly contemplated in Nietzsche’s concepts, which lose no force despite their complexity. Whatever conclusion one might arrive at while studying Nietzsche’s theories, however, there is certainly an element of fright, for in the process of propelling humanity forward there are those who are unwilling or unable to keep up. As Seigel says,

[t]he overman gives order and form to one piece of the world, namely his own life, by virtue of his creative recognition that the world imposes no limits in what his way of living in it can become. Perhaps he will serve as an exemplar to others, gathering disciples as Zarathustra longed to do, but even that goal cannot inflict limits on the spontaneous flow of his energy and power.
 	Such a figure of transcendent human existence corresponds to a world of pure becoming, the kind of world in which only the strong can live. (Seigel, 2005: 556)

We are left wondering if this sense of progress at all costs is truly a desirable goal, or if we are able somehow to actually support the cost of such an operation.

3.2 Hannibal and the Will to Power
It struck me in my research that it is easy to conceive Hannibal as an overhuman. The first sign that gives it away would be his utter loneliness in the realm of the books. And by that I am referring to a loneliness which he naturally caters to. He distances himself purposefully, as seen ultimately by his acts of murder and cannibalism: the ultimate denial of his fellow human. But it goes further than that, because he is separated by his intelligence, and his obsessive pursuit of the elementary truth which comprehends all things, a fundamental state of being which he embodies, while simultaneously channelling an understanding of the changeability of life and its nuanced complexity, as evidenced throughout the books in his decisions and conversations. His discussion on the nature of identity and evil would be one small example of what I am referring to (HLT, 409-10). Hannibal is alone, but he does not appear to be weighed down by loneliness, besides the inconvenience of having been incarcerated. This is seen in his response to Clarice when she claims “Everyone wants to be liked, Dr. Lecter” to which he responds “Not everyone” (idem, 447). This, I feel, marks Hannibal Lecter as an interesting character both in literary and philosophical terms. His very status, when we first see him, as a foreign monster buried deep in the earth, away from the eyes of decent society which he simultaneously embodies, serves to create a powerful signifier. Furthermore, the incapacity of his peers to understand him, as well as his significant power and prominence throughout the affairs of the book, leads me to think of him as something ultrahuman, the complete experience of humanity sharpened into a deadly edge. As mentioned in the second chapter of this work, he is both elegant and wise, as well as ruthless and primordial, something which also neatly corresponds to Nietzsche’s notion that to learn and to self-overcome necessarily entails that you retain some fundamental part of every stage of the transformation. For Hannibal, his will to power, his desire for representation of his natural vitality as a consummate adult being, apparently entails a certain brutality and animality which he certainly feels are consonant with even the most sophisticated dinner parties, a thought reminiscent of his saying to Clarice, “dinner appeals to taste and smell, the oldest senses and the closest to the center of the mind. Taste and smell are housed in parts of the mind that precede pity, and pity has no place at my table” (idem, 1202). His violence is only too compatible with Nietzsche’s love of truth, a truth which seeks to embody the contradiction between the individual’s desire and freedom to be, and the violent consequences of his self-expression. It is a complex truth with many eyes, born from many perspectives and accumulated carefully over time and calculated thought (Pearson, 2006: 243). A truth that welcomes the ugly as a part of itself, and welcomes the monsters.
	Even more terribly so, Nietzsche’s will to power, when applied to Hannibal, goes quite a long way, for Hannibal is remarkably powerful, and he is remarkably in control, as some of his noteworthy feats will evince. In fact, from within a cell, buried underground, he manages throughout the first two books to exert tremendous influence. In the first book of the trilogy, he manipulates Dolarhyde into exacting revenge on Will, by formulating an elaborate plan and code. This eventually leads to Will being permanently disfigured, resulting from brutal knife attacks, including to the face, as well as him having come dangerously close to losing his family to Dolarhyde. Though they fortunately managed to survive, the event was so traumatic that Will is abandoned by his partner, and his dream of a peaceful and easy life in the bay is forever broken. The man whose shattered remnants are still called Will Graham, was made so by Hannibal, a curious parallel with another cripple in the book, Mason Verger, who Hannibal also touched, much to Mason’s dismay as we will see further in the chapter. In the second book, he not only builds a relationship with Clarice which will play a vital role in the third book and in his own life, but more immediately allows him to effect his escape, by exploiting the vulnerable situation with Jame Gumb, all the while demonstrating remarkable understanding of the human nature, particularly in what regards its most painful and secretive facets. This is yet another parallel with Nietzsche himself​[29]​, who understood pain much better than pleasure (Conway, 2006: 539). 
Admittedly, there is perhaps too much sensuous pleasure in Hannibal for him to correspond to the ascetic ideal which Nietzsche apparently favoured, but the very definition of the overhuman is its indefinability, and so it is difficult to hold a hypothetical example of the overhuman accountable for not filling the exact features which are prescribed, by anyone. But perhaps such a being can be understood and perceived through some trace of its former humanity, which is to say humanity’s predilection for errors and complications, and through the suggestion of a heightened, intensified, experience of what humanity could be. This is the suprahuman mentioned before, the experience of humanity not overcome, but intensified. This being has more feeling, more thinking and also even more contradiction, with allowance still for gross error. This is also who I believe Hannibal to be, human but something else, monster too but beyond that. 
In Hannibal, we find that he has managed to evade capture and has built a life for himself in Florence, Italy, where he lives mostly undisturbed and in a way which pleases him. However, one obstacle remains for him which he must yet overcome, the traumatic memory of his sister being cannibalised when they were both children. He must finally come to terms with her death, and just as this realization dawns upon him, so does his life in Italy begin to crumble. He returns to America and through Clarice, whom he will transform, conceivably even empower, and allow to come into her own, he then overcomes his greatest and most intimate obstacle, thus liberating himself into a freedom he then uses living a leisurely life of anonymity, great food and concert halls. The fact that by the end of the third book he gets everything he wants and goes on to a bright future, that evil, so to speak, endures, is damning evidence that Hannibal’s freakish control of himself​[30]​ and his frequent displays of power have served to reward him, to elevate him in the universe of the book into a heightened state. Like Arachne, with her remarkable spinning​[31]​, he has successfully manipulated events to his advantage, and told the tale of the world as he sees it, consistently. Vicious and polite, honest and unrelenting, he may leave us with the impression that indeed he would not “deign to lie,” not even in regard to the hard truths (HLT, 410). 
	At this juncture it is useful to try and explore Zarathustra’s thoughts on the mechanisms of becoming which characterise a great soul. We have already discussed a few of these, and now the three major allegorical stages which the soul must endure in order to become something more, something truly unique, must be approached. Let us not forget that Nietzsche’s great concern with the will to power, as well as with the concept of the overhuman, is the idea of self-overcoming, of becoming through greater self-expression, a concern mirrored in Harris’s books. It is, I would argue, the major theme in every book in the Hannibal Lecter trilogy, with the transformation of Hannibal Lecter himself at its core. At the same time, we find that in the books he is already an overhuman, imprisoned and outcast by a society that cannot comprehend him or respect him in his alien nature, and what we see is evidence of his extraordinary influence. It spreads throughout the pages and towards the other characters, which alternately revolts them, frightens them and excites them. Clarice’s becoming is a great example of the effect of Hannibal’s manipulation, as it shows in detail the transformation which he makes her undergo, from its very roots to a sense of maturity​[32]​.
	There is a connection between Hannibal Lecter and the transformations of the soul presented by Nietzsche, evidence which brings him closer to the idea of being an it, an Other, an overhuman (Conway, 2006: 538). One of the most significant features of Hannibal Lecter’s intelligence is his mind palace, his grand mnemonic system, his sensitive mental landscape defined, given shape by constant imaginative working, into something intangibly real, except to him, of course. The mind palace will be the fulcra towards connecting Hannibal and the transformations of the soul. In the Hannibal Lecter Trilogy, we are not presented literally with Hannibal Lecter’s becoming, instead we find him already as an experienced foreign entity, an experienced alien, aggressive and dangerous, elusive. Accounting for Nietzsche’s conception of metamorphosis and becoming, this is representative of the steps already taken by Hannibal towards a greater sense of reality and power, a reality which necessarily comprehends even hostility. Indeed, this hostility and the perspective it affords serve the purpose of making this advanced being more complete and in touch with many truths, not just the erroneous supposed super sophisticated version of the truth which believes it can exist in isolation, the idealised perception of reality in which violence or even irrationality are not accounted for, are not allowed to exist, a sort of blind optimism. In touch with a greater sense of reality, the influence of the subject within itself is continuous and complete; within and without, everything permeates everything else in a promiscuity characteristic only of life itself. Not only is everything in flux, but everything which comes into some sense of contact with something else necessarily must provoke a mutual exchange which is inescapable and necessarily alters the reality of the original thing. To even think of a point of origin is problematic when it comes to life and its constitutive parts, except if one manages to imagine all possible information, all complexity and infinite variance, in a single dot of space. As William Blake put it, “[t]o see a World in a grain of sand, / And a Heaven in a wild flower, / Hold Infinity in the palm of your hand, /And Eternity in an hour” (Aug., 135). How relative space can be indeed, when one can even have an entire palace in one’s head. Hannibal could be said to have gone through Nietzsche’s or Zarathustra’s approximation of soul changing states of being, and his mind palace is key to this argumentation. 
He is like the camel, for he has burdened himself greatly with knowledge and many truths, as he demonstrates extensively in the books to possess great insight into a comprehensive reality, one which involves also the harsher elements of existence, which he incorporates into himself through his violence. Both beauty and pain he accepts as part of the same motivating principle, much like Nietzsche’s will to power seeks to encompass all motivations in the quest for power, fear being the reference to the innately dreadful feeling of the absence of power (Hollingdale, 2003: 26). He is also like the lion, for he has obviously developed the space to have his own vision of the world, one where even the experience of pleasure and pain and eating is reinterpreted in the light of artistic representation, aesthetically then, and manifested fleshly with some very considerable consequences. But to achieve this depth, which he abundantly displays, and such irreverence and contestation, finally, he would have to become like the child. And there seems to be a sort of childlike cruelty in Hannibal’s treatment of various subjects, such as that of death and murder, as when he toys with Clarice in the second book, playing a game of quid pro quo for his own amusement while Catherine Martin was being held as an inevitable victim of gruesome mortification and death. He knew all along the name of Jame Gumb, but withheld it so as to prolong the play for his own amusement. What was it to him what Catherine Martin was feeling or would be feeling, when he was interred here for the rest of his life, living in earthly limbo? Or what was the weight of her life worth in the scales of justice when placed against the suffering of so many others whom he certainly could not save, even if he wanted to? The rush in the investigation was largely due to the fact that Catherine was the daughter of a U.S. state senator, someone with extreme influence and weight in their world. This necessarily creates a sense of justice based on the perspective of the individual characters of the book, and it is therefore hard to hold Hannibal accountable for his selfishness, when everyone else is so openly selfish as well. We see a mother desperately trying to save her own daughter, when all the deaths before did not produce half the intensity in effort from law enforcement; an FBI department director trying to further his credence and reputation within law enforcement and make himself feel noted and relevant; a young FBI trainee seeking advancement at any cost, even to the point of becoming involved, professionally, in a relationship with a man who is widely considered a monster. Amidst such selfishness, Hannibal only stands out both through the sense of his awareness of what is really happening and how truly subjective it can be, and by the eerie photographic quality of him being seen always in confinement, so physically inert and so mentally active. 
However, he is like the child also, I insist once more, because of his mind palace, a place he also occasionally lives in, when his external reality is too gruesome once contrasted with his inner reality (HLT, 991). He has created in his mind palace a world he can live in, a world of light and colour, of memories seemingly beyond count and also containing his favourite works of art. His mind is not a medieval dungeon of horror and torture; instead, it is truly a palace of light and air, of beauty and refinement. He has created for himself a new world inside his head which constitutes an improvement when placed against the outside world, for in here he aims to place only that which he finds the most valuable, only that which is worth remembering for him. In here, even ugliness has a place, but it all falls into the flux of life, where the ugly and the beautiful are all just in passing, and are only worth as much as you deem them fit for notice and remembrance. Deceptive though he can be, whimsical even, he has earned a reputation among those who have allowed themselves to see him as something beyond just an extremely harmful individual as someone who is absolutely honest, since he would not deign to lie (idem, 1015). This, once more, harkens to the figure of the child who in childlike earnestness sees the world as it presents itself to him, and finds no need to lie. 
There is something in Hannibal’s attention and perception which is disturbing, but also flattering, because he truly cares to look, he truly cares to know (idem, 410-11). That he then treats this information with derision is his own prerogative, and once more he does it without a semblance of remorse or guilt, in a child-like manner. This is because he has created for himself a mental configuration which accepts pain and violence as something which simply is, fundamental and inevitable, and a perspective of the world which finds most things to be relative. That selfishness can exist within the same creature which finds most things relative is not self-collapsing because of the implicit contradiction, for contradictions are a natural part of any complex being, no matter how sophisticated. 
From these signs we can infer that Hannibal has undergone a transformation that has made him powerful and resourceful in the acquisition of greater power, ultimately leading him to a sense of freedom which pleases him. He has also broken down religious concerns with his irreligiousness and derision of God, as shown by the way he speaks of his collection of church collapses, and he has broken down morality as well, seen in his acts of murder and cruelty toward his fellow human beings, all ambitions clearly desirable by Nietzsche’s sense of a complex life. However, if he is an overhuman, then those he kills cannot be said to be his fellows, but rather his inferiors. All animals, and indeed all things, interfere with each other in their search for power, driven by their will, and power cares little for those with less power, instead it cares more for itself, for the acquisition of more power, which necessarily means that it often removes power from others to take for itself. This is beautifully embodied in the act of eating. For to eat anything is to eat a portion of life directly, to feed your own life at the cost of another so that you may find expression within yourself and the world you live in. Does any creature feel guilty because he must eat? No creature with a will to grow blames itself for its hunger, and Hannibal simply takes this to the next level. We humans eat other animals or generally hamper the planet because we have that power, and we generally do not feel guilty about it. Hannibal eats other human beings, which we must expect he sees as inferior to himself. He feels no regret about it, indeed he relishes it with almost childlike innocence. To blame Hannibal for committing literal cannibalism is to blame the process by which life defines itself: that life eats life. The totality of the experience of Hannibal, as it stands, would make him an ideal candidate for the overhuman.

3.3 The Consequences of the Overhuman
Assuming, then, that we can see Hannibal as an overhuman, what are some of the implicit consequences of this interpretation? It starts at the very root of the concepts, and Nietzsche himself recognises these issues, beginning with the will to power. Being a highly contested term, in regard to its functional and even logical nature, the will to power is also, if taken literally, quite frightening. As James I. Porter puts it,

[i]n its most impressive form, the will to power is nothing less than the (somewhat diffusely argued) amorphous nature of the world and the totality of its activities, presented under a terrifying aspect. It is “the tyrannically inconsiderate and relentless enforcement of claims of power,” a power so “vividly” conceived that it makes the very notion of tyranny pale into effeteness, leaving it “unsuitable” as a term, no more than “a weakening and attenuating metaphor – being too human”. (...) At a final level of abstraction, everything that exists reduces down to mere “quantities” of force or will characterized by a single trait: their endless striving towards a higher condition, or rather, towards an ever greater disposal of ever greater power. (2006: 550; apud idem, 550)

Despite the many facets the will to power might have, I would like to focus exclusively on this one idea of the endless accumulation of power to such an extent that even the concept of tyranny would be too human in its vision, which is to say small and ridiculous, failing to grasp the scale of what is happening. This conception of the relentless drive towards ever greater power as something which would make its subject something beyond tyrannical, supra-tyrannical, is both absolutely fascinating and detrimental to whatever constructive and positive effects one might receive from self-overcoming as a meaningful process of metamorphosis that promotes growth. I must again quote Porter as he elegantly explains the issue very plainly:

Less hyperbolic readings, content somehow to envisage the will to power as a basic world-shaping activity, face the same consequence, namely that the will to power is structured like a subject in every way but one: it is not a subject, but the antithesis of one, indeed its critique. [...] And in general “affirmationist” readings of the will to power, which tend to resolve every conceivable tension through an all-embracing sublimation (“self-overcoming”), fail to reckon with the consequences of “the tyrannically inconsiderate and relentless enforcement of claims of power.” And that is to fail to describe the will to power at all. (2006: 551; apud idem, 551)

It is my argument that this complexity enriches, rather than diminishes, the concept of the will to power, if only by slightly displacing it from Nietzsche’s purported original intention of creating an all-encompassing definition of life, and turning it into a philosophical tool for thinking, a provocation designed to stimulate active and meaningful intellectual discussion. It is also worth noting that Nietzsche’s cosmological conception is not entirely unrealistic. Indeed, it is its rigidness, its inflexibility that ultimately undermines it, because life can be an unrelenting search for power and not only that, it can be centred around any number of motivating principles, even those with an increasingly irrelevant and non-progressive factor to them. In that sense, it is a theory that expresses Nietzsche’s thoughts on what ought to be, rather than what it is (Porter, 2006: 551). Returning to the quote, it expresses a very important problem, which is that the “affirmationist” perspective fails to face up to the consequences of Nietzsche’s theory of the will to power. To put it into context with my own analysis of Thomas Harris’s trilogy, it would be like my defending Hannibal Lecter as a progressive figure of great power and intellect and sensibility, while dismissing the very important and inescapable fact that he is also a murderer, a torturer and a cannibal. Furthermore, I find the notion of the will to power as a critique of the subject itself to be very rich, and it may just be the final piece of the puzzle towards inextricably linking the figure of Hannibal Lecter with Nietzsche’s will to power. In that sense, I would claim that Hannibal is both a celebration of self-overcoming, of exponential growth and intellectual achievement, and a self-condemning cannibal. By being who he is, by expressing himself, he exposes himself as both grandiose and flawed and monstrous. Hannibal is the critic of himself, for the more glorious he becomes, the more powerful, the bigger is his fall. This is generated by the gruesome contrast between his sensitivity and the natural violence which he incorporates, and makes his unquestionable taste seem grotesque and uncanny. 
In that sense, the power he has attained fundamentally undermines whatever notion of justice we might have hoped to obtain. This is also the undermining of morality Nietzsche so craved (Pearson, 2006: 243). The deconstruction of fundamental morality, or even the supposed need for it, is, I find, an excellent drawback to such a thirst for power, delusional in its smallness, monstrous in its grand fulfilment. There is an element of essential alienation which occurs in the conflict between humans and overhumans, as tends to happen with all creatures that are on disparaging levels of power. Why should the overhuman, having achieved his heightened status, care about those who are beneath him? As a matter of principle, they may well be regarded as no better than tools, fuel for his great transformation, a thought reminiscent of Francis Dolarhyde in the first novel who saw his victims as players on the stage of his becoming (HLT, 242). He is too far gone, continuously self-overcoming, resolving himself towards an inevitable consequence: that man is made to be overcome, bravely and unrelentingly, the gravitational pull so strong as to make him an agent of constant change. This makes him impossible to define except by the novel and vague term: overhuman. What exists beyond humanity? Without answering the question, it is only certain that our understanding of what it means to be human will be changed fundamentally, so much so that the final outcome may be quite disagreeable to us. Intolerant of his own shortcomings, expressed in his desire to overcome them constantly, the creature leaves us wondering at how much room he would have for shortcomings in others, shortcomings he has overcome significantly long ago. Why would he be patient? Why would he be kind? Indeed, Nietzsche himself utterly destroys any illusion of an innocent, which is to say bloodless or fair, process of growth:

It is not too much to say that even a partial diminution of utility, an atrophying and degeneration, a loss of meaning and purposiveness – in short, death – is among the conditions of an actual progressus, which always appears in the shape of a will and way to greater power and is always carried through at the expense of numerous smaller powers. The magnitude of an “advance” can even be measured by the mass of things that had to be sacrificed to it: mankind in the mass sacrificed to the prosperity of a single stronger species of man – that would be an advance. (apud Conway, 2006: 538; Nietzsche’s emphasis)

But it would take a sort of innocent and relentless pursuit of power to consume others in favour of the growth of the self, without the crushing remorse that would naturally follow, from the perspective of the moral human. This at least we know Hannibal is capable of doing, as he kills without even a shadow of remorse, and does so because it suits him, increasing his joy in life, which only further justifies him.
	Perhaps one of the best expressions of Hannibal’s power, besides the transformation of Clarice discussed in the second chapter of this dissertation, comes before the time of his incarceration and is connected to Mason Verger. We learn about it mostly from witnessing the aftermath, that which Mason has become, crippled and stuck to his bed, a single lidless eye peering, short of breath, squalid, disfigured beyond a mere accident of nature. As the book describes him,

	Mason Verger, noseless and lipless, with no soft tissue on his face, was all teeth, like a creature of the deep, deep ocean. Inured as we are to masks, the shock in seeing him is delayed. Shock comes with the recognition that this is a human face with a mind behind it. It churns you with its movement, the articulation of the jaw, the turning of the eye to see you. To see your normal face. (HLT, 801)

Mason is no mere victim, however, and he is no angel. Born into a rich family in the slaughter-house and meat processing business, he is the brutal heir to a ruthless father, and was extremely cruel even as a child. In summer camps funded by his father, for instance, while he was a child, he made the other children “eat the chocolate,” a process which involved a number of sex games and both verbal and physical abuse, which is to say varying forms of torture (idem, 803). His crimes do not just stop at his childhood however, for even as a young man he visits Africa and there delights in the execution and torture of the indigenous people, one is led to assume for sport, under some political, revolutionary guise designed to white-wash his morbid fascinations (idem, 804-5). Back in America, and due to what he terms “trumped-up molestation counts,” he is court-ordered to have psychiatric therapy and so becomes involved with Hannibal Lecter (idem, 804). 
In the course of his therapy, he ends up inviting the Doctor to his home with the promise of showing him some of his “paraphernalia,” such as the portable guillotine which he used in Africa, for the purpose of trying to get the Doctor to incriminate himself somehow and cut Mason some slack in regard to his mandatory therapy sessions (idem, 804). Mason shows him around his place and eventually arrives at the noose set up for autoerotic asphyxia, the process by which a male cuts the blood and air supply to the brain by hanging himself but not completely while masturbating, maintaining a precarious balance as it were, so as to enhance the potency of the orgasm. A closeness to death apparently makes life that much sweeter. Hannibal Lecter then asks Mason to show him how the process works, for he does not seem to follow. Mason puts the noose around his neck and begins to masturbate while watching for Hannibal’s reaction, but he could determine nothing (HLT, 805). Hannibal was inscrutable, which is another subtle nod to his status as Other, or in my line of reasoning, as an overhuman, owing to his extraordinary self-control. Hannibal suggests to Mason that he would benefit from an amyl popper, amyl nitrite, which is a recreational psychoactive drug, to which Mason “thought, Wow! – he gives me one now and he’s got to give them to me forever to keep his licence. Prescription city” (idem, 805; Harris’s emphasis). There is a lot more to that chemical cocktail than just amyl nitrite however. The end result is that Mason comes to be in an incredibly vulnerable and suggestive state of mind and is given a glass shard by Hannibal, along with the further suggestion that maybe Mason would like to peel his face off with it. Hannibal then lets loose the dogs he had been previously shown by Mason, and which were being kept in starvation, in accordance with his abusive character. He then proceeds to cut off his own face and feed it to his dogs, which apparently took a long time (idem, 806). Hannibal then breaks Mason’s neck in the rope and leaves him for dead, but he survived somehow. And this is how Mason remembers it. 
This is not, however, the full story. In a letter that Hannibal writes to Mason, he says:

	Actually, I’m writing to refresh your memory on the subject of your former nose. In your inspirational antidrug interview the other day in the Ladies’ Home Journal you claim that you fed your nose, along with the rest of your face, to the pooches, Skippy and Spot, all waggy at your feet. Not so: You ate it yourself, for refreshment. (idem, 968; Harris’s emphasis)

This is a vital piece of information, that Mason ate his own nose. Hannibal seems to kill with a purpose, and that purpose is not cannibalism necessarily. Cannibalism then is an extra wound added to an already injured body, it is part of a greater repertoire of meaning. Hannibal kills to signify, I would argue, to express his perspective on his victims and also because he can. He kills to express a truth, his truth, and the ability to do so empowers him. If we think back to the despicable bloodthirsty hunter he kills in book three, he murders him with a crossbow and then field-dresses him as if he is an animal. The significance here is possibly a sort of whimsical sense of justice, where if the hunter was willing to kill for sport, he must in turn be ready to be killed for exactly the same reason (something which never even remotely entered the hunter’s mind, but should have). The hierarchy is also clearly established, the deer the hunter killed is to the hunter what the hunter is to Hannibal. In that sense, no longer does man sit on top of the food chain, but Hannibal (the overhuman). 
With Mason, the play was different; it was a different kind of theatre, which for Hannibal also meant a different kind of meal. With Mason, we find a character that is absolutely full of himself, saturated with his own status, his invulnerability, his power. Saturated with a gluttonous and relentless will, he dished out pain and misery to others, especially the underprivileged, but also to his own sister Margot whom he raped (HLT, 976-7), seemingly without regret, all to please himself. And no real consequence had ever befallen Mason, except being too blessed with good fortune, with a sort of impregnability, which in itself can be quite unsettling. Thus, he experiences the feeling of saturation that I described, and extraordinary self-confidence, which made him vulnerable and prey to the attentions of a different kind of monster, Hannibal. 
In the book we find no real evidence that Hannibal suggested to Mason that he should eat his own nose, and judging by the quote presented above, one is left to infer that Mason thought it up on his own. It is nightmarish in its logic, but it was inescapable that Mason, bored with his own privilege, and extremely experienced in abusing others, would eventually abuse his own body and mind. Just as he symbolically devoured (and ruined) others throughout his life, he now devours (and ruins) himself. Hannibal merely facilitates the inexorable conclusion that the creature which has experienced the pleasure of inflicting torment on others, in all ways imaginable, eventually must come back to itself with that sort of baggage. And the two dogs that Mason cruelly tortured, to prove the point that all living creatures are beasts just waiting for their next meal, and thus that friendship and love are delusions created by the soft-hearted, now partake of their master’s flesh as a means of recompense for the unnecessary pain. Or it could be said that they take Mason’s lesson to heart, if you will, that there is no loyalty in the face of ultimate need. Either way, Mason’s cruelty comes back to him. 
Hannibal tortured Mason, and he did so because he could. He saw a weakness and exploited it, that of Mason’s self-infatuation and illusion of invulnerability, and he did so for pleasure. He did not do it to avenge the victims of Mason, he did it to expose Mason as an all-consuming monster, perhaps the representation of eternal hunger and dissatisfaction that characterises the greed and despair which plagues all life, and which takes special character in Humanity. He sought to represent that such a monster, with such an appetite, eventually would have to end up consuming itself. It eats, indiscriminately, with no manners, a glutton of human suffering. Abhorrent to someone who is a master of himself and driven by great purpose, this all-consuming greed must have seemed like a grotesque depiction of the most essential self. That it is grotesque and ugly and horrible would not fail to charm someone like Hannibal; indeed, he merely played Mason’s nature against himself by letting it play itself out immediately. In a manner of speaking, he sublimated Mason’s identity, instantaneously granting it fulfilment, with the results that one sees. It must have been to Hannibal the end of the road for someone like him, who could not see beyond himself, an even grosser version of Nietzsche’s ultimate man​[33]​. 
	What Hannibal did to Mason, or enabled Mason to do, I consider to be a form of representational torture. It served both as a critique of Mason and a critique of Hannibal himself. Hannibal was Mason’s psychiatrist, his duty was literally to protect him, to help him help himself, not to come to harm, but to health. Instead, Hannibal chose to do the opposite, and exacerbate Mason’s appetite to the point of self-consumption. He made Mason realise himself as a self-consuming cannibal, and he used his psychiatric knowledge to do so. Furthermore, he did it to amuse himself, because it would be just the finest show to see Mason laid bare like that. Morally speaking, there is little difference between Hannibal Lecter and Mason. The major difference is, of course, that Hannibal saw Mason for who he was and Mason failed to do the same. In the conflict which ensued, in the search for ever greater self-expression, Hannibal came out on top, right to the very end, and in more ways than one, for he ends the trilogy smiling and dancing, unencumbered by himself. But the message for us might be too clear, even in its complex nature: powerful and impressive though Hannibal might be, he is a portrait of the alien, of a horrible contradiction, of an uncomfortable truth. This embarrassing spectacle I have resolved to term the paradox of intelligence, mirrored in the natural problem of the will to power, and it follows simply thus: that those who are extremely intelligent, or powerful, do not necessarily find it requisite for their own growth to aid those who are beneath them; that indeed it may be part of the requirement to attaining a higher and deeper sense of self the abandonment of those who are inferior to the self, while meaningfully using them as tools or fuel to create an ever greater becoming. As Seigel points out, Nietzsche concludes that:

from the will to power’s flow through the body there arose a purpose that called up “the ‘sagacity’ of plants,” and which made human life evolve in such a way that its “perfecting consists in the production of the most powerful individuals, who will use the great mass of people as their tools.” This image is far removed from the Darwinian Idea that the appearance of what we call “higher” forms of life is the result of chance variations; on the contrary nature possesses a purposiveness that exhibits “sagacity”. (apud Seigel, 2005: 559-60)

The overhuman uses the mass of anonymous people as stepping stones towards a better view of any and all situations, a literal as well as metaphorical ascendance. In fact, this sublimation takes as its natural cost the abandonment of others, the annihilation of others who would consume you in their own turn if they could. Instead of a survival of the fittest, there is an assertion of the fittest. The fight or flight instinct elevated to predatory excellence. 

Conclusion

It was my intention with this dissertation to demonstrate that there are different and seemingly unrelated aspects to the subject of Thomas Harris’s books, both in regard to metamorphosis and Hannibal Lecter, which nonetheless collide and cooperate in meaningful ways. It is my honest appreciation of the matter that knowledge has no boundaries, and that boundaries are acquired with learning in view, so they are significant and not unhelpful. However, a more mature stage of abstraction requires us to break the distinctions partially, and merge things which might be unexpected. Distinctions are important, as Ovid with his notion of Chaos and Order so poetically explains to us, for without distinction there is only a great confused mess. However, the conventions which must be torn down have nothing to do with the unique character of the subjects in themselves, but with the connection between different subjects. Subjects influence each other and connect to each other in a variety of ways, and to acknowledge that complexity is certainly enriching. The metamorphoses which occur are significant, and it is to our advantage to study them. This means, in essence, to recognize the world as something in flux as opposed to a stale, inert thing, inertia and stillness being notions which hearken towards death and oblivion. And despite death and decay and waste being inescapable components of existence, more so than any one of us, who are fleeting, would like to admit, there are still sparks of activity and dynamism which also animate life, and with the purpose of being fair towards these bursts of living one should also recognize their intrinsic complexity and exchange. Everything permeates everything else, and it was my desire to express that by studying the one character which is prominent in three different books through three different lenses.
	With this in mind, I may have taken the safer route by combining the Gothic perspective with the Ovidian perspective and finally the Nietzschean perspective, and bringing it to contemporary American literature. I could have used other, less directly obvious, fields, such as biology or psychiatry, for instance, to help me try and make sense of the character of Hannibal Lecter and its potential literary value. Regardless of this, I feel that there was great synergy between these three different perspectives, as they all pertain towards a fundamental representation of life, which is to say life under pressure, with a full palette of bitter and sweet, fear and seduction, and all emotions in between (or even new ones resulting from instantaneous combinations of conventionally inappropriate feelings, like sexual excitement towards the pain of another human being, or even more perverse, intellectual excitement), at its disposal. 
I have expounded in the introduction that, based on the theory of the Histoire Croisée, I decided to build my dissertation around the concept not of the triangle, but of the tetrahedron, the triangle with three dimensions. This is an important distinction, because to picture each angle as one of my chosen perspectives, Ovidian for instance, and to visualize it inextricably linked with the other angles, is what allows the basic triangle to be created, for the thing in itself to have some sort of meaningful representation as a whole. But once these points converge, a final point seems to naturally create itself by their very convergence, precisely a representation of that convergence, the pinnacle of their intention, the veritable punch-line. The complexity which I, sometimes more intuitively than consciously, denote and seek to represent with this dissertation demands the transformation from linear triangle to the more complex perspective of the tetrahedron, because its smooth surfaces in between angles now stand as representative of the range of meaning to be found between the different points of view. A fuller spectrum of colour between the subjects is now found and a greater room for complexity and nuance is discovered to have always implicitly been there. It is perhaps only to be expected that human beings, victims of an incredibly rich but complex world, and thoroughly laden with existential burdens, often seek to simplify things in order to extract some objective lesson out of them. But this is not always desirable, especially when the aim is to attempt to grasp the real implications of the subjects in themselves, which always follows from the study of its connections with other subjects that are closely related and even distantly related. This, obviously apparent, is the world of research and learning, to study the subject and address its implications, however far they might go, courageously and without reserve. This is why I thought of the hydra, the tetrahedron, to try and give justice to the subjects I truly wanted to study by acknowledging the ramifications and consequences which follow, even if I find it inescapable that there are whole fields of implications I failed to address or even to understand. It was my intention to have, at the very least, touched upon the field of connections and complexity, touched the side of the tetrahedron with my fingertip, as it were, if only to understand that there is something there, massive and deep, just awaiting my imperfect and slow understanding. 
In short, I wished to converse with something that matters, something fundamental like the very stories which I analysed or the perspectives which I have adopted, that I may be conversing with the sublime itself. Mystical though the implications of my argument may seem, especially when one considers the sublime, one may be reminded that I am referring simply to a search for some kind of truth, learning in fact, which has simply to do with an appreciation of the complexity of life, while attempting to avoid anthropomorphising it (an obvious contradiction, since I am a person, and could not help but be biased). I hold that, though prone to imperfection and errors inimical towards essential discovery, the exercise of learning and thought is always valuable, at the very least in terms of self-gratification. 
	In the chapter discussing the Gothic framework, we confronted the reality of Hannibal’s evasive nature, his indefinability, as well as his inexorability, features which help give shape to the Gothic genre itself. They are marked as delectations for a style of aesthetics which appreciates violence made art. Hannibal, with his inherent contradictions, has come to embody a refined human experience which is frightening and inescapable: the dark beast within dressed in a silk suit, playing the clavier and dining on human flesh. Though definitely a monster, he is essentially alien, and does not fit the patterns of psychopathic behaviour that his fellow psychiatrists would like to assign to him. He is very much uncanny, for he is both familiar as well as repugnant and foreign, he is civilized to the utmost as well as the fiercest of beasts. He is both the high and the low, a refined experience of life, a well sharpened knife which cuts through labels and denominations and linear signifiers as easily as it cuts through other characters in the book (both literally and intellectually). 
Much in tune with the Gothic’s utter passion for the sense of the frightening and the horrible, ultimately expressed in the greater mysteries of life, such as the grotesque, the ugly, and death (the impenetrable veil which covers all), Hannibal’s story then marks him as a Gothic hero. This label is by itself elusive, meant only to express the fact that what the character has come to represent, ultimately, is the shadow form of ourselves, the monsters which we are, and though we would dearly love to avert our eyes, we cannot help but stare at the spectacle he embodies. We are shattered by these realizations, much as the characters in the book are shattered by the encounters they have with the Doctor. Invested with the power of the Gothic Sublime, he delights in wreaking havoc throughout the books, and in painting an exciting, even sensuous, experience for ourselves which is also invariably grotesque, amoral and irreligious, the aesthetic experience taken to great form. And throughout, transformation gives significance both to the characters who influence and interact with each other, and the reader who, by reading, courts transgression and is transformed in turn. And it is transgression which is often also the characters’ raison d’être, the forbidden, the irreligious and the immoral being, the pleasurable aim of the aesthetic fantasy (the transgressive nature of the self).
	Another spectacle which is grotesque and overwhelming is the majestic experience and storytelling of Ovid’s The Metamorphoses. The history of the universe and of the earth from chaos to a sense of order is shown to us through characters who are made or unmade by their own identities, or through the way others perceive them. Constant transformation, and a world in flux, is the essence which defines Ovid’s world and links thematically all stories of mythology which gave life to the ancient world. It is also a world of suffering and wicked pleasure, of conflict imposed by wills who seek to overthrow others, chiefly exemplified by Zeus’s insatiable sexual appetite and the ensuing rape of young beautiful girls and nymphs who are to his taste. Yet, Zeus’s sexual exploits are not the only ones being discussed in the books. Throughout, we find a deliberation on cause and consequence, on perception, on identity, on beauty and horror, reflected in many characters, not just the chief of the Gods, and we are often left wondering what the meaning of such brutality could be, when a God simply takes a girl he desires sexually, or what is so fascinating about it. Perhaps it is the representation of will itself, a primitive state of affairs which may be inescapable, where one entity asserts itself over another and takes possession, thus generating hierarchy and the distinction of power. In that sense, influence is a very meaningful tool, and one which can respect or disrespect identity, make or unmake a character. Again, in Ovid we find evidence of the inexorable, for when Zeus chooses a victim, he will have it, no one can stop him – indeed the moment of possession may be postponed for ultimate pleasure. This is a disruption most unwelcome to those attempting to achieve a sense of order or moral justice in the world, but it exists regardless of what they feel, and that in itself is a powerful lesson. 
However, not all influence is so disruptive. In Pygmalion we find a master sculptor who has carved into creation a beautiful woman made of white marble. Through the favour of Venus, he manages to obtain for himself love which was otherwise out of bounds for someone of his taste and sensibility. Pygmalion, a sensitive and creative soul, demanded for himself a better kind of partner, and so he had to create it, literally, with his own hands. That the sculpture animated into a woman then readily accepts him as a husband is questionable to a critical sensibility, but it is something simply coherent with the narrative of possession which permeates the stories of Ovid. I draw a parallel between this story and Hannibal Lecter’s in regard to what he does to Clarice, for he too is a sensitive soul who finds the conventional woman distasteful, and creates for himself the ideal partner, one who is like him in most fundamental aspects, his challenge being a little greater, that she must be as free as he is, which is to say also a cannibal. And this is a phenomenal event, for Hannibal releases Clarice from her moral restrictions and even trauma, which fundamentally undermined her self-confidence. By doing so he has created a new person, or perhaps unleashed the person who was meant to be, with a kind of freedom and taste that suits him. He must have certainly undergone a similar process of self-liberation himself, of becoming, in order to acquire the power which he wields so unquestionably, so freely. Yet such transformation carries with it frightening meaning, as the theme of possession exists here still with the story of Clarice. Can one argue that Hannibal set her free? She does seem to be more herself in the book by the end, freer, more in control. But she is also a cannibal now, and a killer who feels no regret. Is that a state of being compatible with the aims of civilized society? We see Hannibal as a monster that is unintelligible to the other characters in the book except precisely as a monster, and yet we cannot deny his reach, his power. It seems that ultimately these two characters of Hannibal and Clarice may have escaped into a realm where we cannot follow, and so become alien to us, they become Other. The significance of such a transformation may be less important than its majestic and grand effect, the impact which is felt rather than understood, precisely because they may have travelled to a place where simple reason cannot penetrate. It could be perhaps understood that they, by having shed their connection with the other characters in the book, including with the memories of their past which haunted them, by having created a freedom which is unique and meaningful, have become something beyond human.
	The Nietzschean perspective is most helpful in following the argument brought forth by the other chapters, perhaps because Nietzsche attempted to define life and humanity in terms of measurable progress, from conventionality into a state of otherness, of self-overcoming, which is desirable and indeed only natural, inevitable. With Nietzsche, we find the frightening aspects of transformation and becoming taken a step further, as explained by the notion of the will to power. All elements in life seek not simply to preserve themselves, but to expand, to increase in power so as to express themselves, to wield greater and greater power and to feel the satisfaction of wielding it, by becoming something truly adaptable, intelligent, and critical of itself and others, unique, and therefore more full of joy. Again, there is a sense of privilege which is reflected in the favourable but frightening status of Hannibal as a Gothic Hero, a modern Pygmalion and now an overhuman, him who seeks to better himself, who has gone beyond himself, constantly breaking new barriers. I emphasise also the frightening aspect of this becoming, of this deliberation on identity, for Nietzsche himself ascribed to his theory of will to power, which I have applied to Hannibal, terrible consequences, which I have termed the state of the supra-tyrannical. The human being, who succeeds in accumulating power so effectively that he overcomes himself constantly and so is transported into a higher state of being which is transcendent, has entered a process of becoming. And this becoming is fuelled at the expense of others and of course himself, for the persistent shifts in identity are antithetical to a desire for stability or peace. In this heightened state, he cares not for the plight of lesser life-forms. Having become alienated from the rest of humanity through his remarkable acquisition of power, he disposes of his lesser neighbours as he wishes, as indeed he must. This being is self-contained, magnificent first, and terrible second. This is seen in the totally disrupting acts of cannibalism Hannibal commits without remorse. And with every extraordinary act of violence he executes he becomes more and more alien; this is something which he does not mind and indeed craves. He integrates both the pleasure and the pain of existence, the ugly and the beautiful, and sees it as part of a natural whole which he simply must express. By adopting the attitude of life and nature, in accordance with the principles of dynamism presented by the will to power, for which inertia or relenting (mercy) are anathema, he wins for himself a kind of freedom which is both enviable and monstrous. As in the Gothic, as in Ovid, we find here an abandonment of morality and religion as bastions of comfort and reason, because they have failed to contain the awesome nature of reality and of human necessity and progress. 
I conclude this chapter on Nietzsche by positing the notion that Hannibal is merely following a path of natural growth, something he cannot escape; he is simply being himself. That the relation of all elements in life is one of constant change, constant transformation, and constant strife as well, is true despite the massive periods of inertia and waste which are also natural. Hannibal imposed upon others what others would have imposed upon him if they could, and that is control, influence. He has broken free through means which are unique to him, but which nonetheless obey the creed of all existence: that all life, in order to exist, must feed on other life, life eats life. Hannibal is sensitive, aware, but he is also monstrous. All these things are true, but that he has overcome himself, that he has achieved so much, as is seen on his remarkable insight into humanity and life, marks him as extraordinary, as overhuman. And this does not exclude him being a monster at all, as I have said. It is just that the notion of the will to power only naturally expects that to the masses who are consumed in the wake of the overhuman, that entity which is superior would look like nothing more than a monster, something incomprehensible but invariably hostile. And Hannibal literalises that concept, for he eats other people in order to fuel himself, but he does not necessarily eat them because he must. He does so because he can, because he wants to, it his is privilege as overhuman to do as he wills to others what he manages to avoid having done to himself. He also eats others to express his power, to represent their failure to become something greater than themselves (as per the case of Mason), and to feed, certainly, to feed on their flesh and pain, and thereby increase his own status. And this simply because from the point of view of life, all things may experience pleasure, and all things may experience pain, and that is to be expected. How could it be any other way? This question leads us towards the idea of the paradox of intelligence, the advantages and dangers of metamorphosis, and the answer to the research question posed first in the introduction. Let us review the question itself: As a literary device, how do Hannibal Lecter’s metamorphoses come to represent the tragic paradox of intelligence through the sublimation of violence? 
	It is my understanding that Hannibal’s transformations, as witnessed through the many perspectives I have adopted, serve to bring about meaning which seems to grow more intense with time, as more and more connections are made. It was not my aim to find some final definition, some neat presentation and conclusion of who Hannibal Lecter is as a character, and what he represents, but instead to show that his meaning changes according to the perspective we adopt. Some perspectives even reinforce each other, as is the case with the ones I have adopted, but despite that there is no one conclusion or ultimate result. Meaning has hopefully not been narrowed down, it has been multiplied. 
I wanted to touch upon the connections I felt were there and to expose them, not to pretend to have knowledge which I feel I cannot possess. This is because, I would argue in the context of this work, to ultimately define the subject in himself in some fundamental way is to undermine the very complexity which draws us to him in the first place. And though I have attempted to piece together the puzzle of who Hannibal Lecter is, and therefore what his meaning to me might be, I did so through the connections; and though I attempted to classify him, I have done so only to the parts of his identity visible to me, bringing out the complexity of his character rather than reducing it. As a literary device, Hannibal represents many things, but it is important to emphasise how subjective, how elusive, these things are, and how open to disruption they can become. That is precisely the point: no one thing is itself, but is immersed in influences which might very well be inexhaustible, and labels really serve no purpose when an honest understanding is the goal. There are no barriers to knowledge except those we insist to place ourselves, and there are no compartments to Hannibal except those we also place upon him.
Monster, cannibal, philosopher, intellectual, both kind and brutal, all these things make up a plethora of meaning which we can ascribe to him, and may perhaps ascribe in turn to ourselves. It is to be expected that there are identities in literature as well as in the real world which settle with a certain stereotype, or even with a certain type of label – labels can very well be quite comfortable and placating, but these, I find, tend to become stale and irrelevant, at least when one is considering a deeper form of discourse. Hannibal is a character who is all the things which I have attributed to him and more, but he is not just the one thing, much like any individual has the potential to carry within himself a whole world of knowledge and perspective, and not just the one thing which he might feel captures him neatly. In that sense, I welcome the complexity which comes with the issue of identity, as opposed to an acceptance of tradition which naturally seeks to reduce that complexity in order to make reality seem approachable even by the most compromised of intellectual efforts. It is my argument that it simply does not do justice to a subject, any subject, to label it with the one trend, the one understanding and call it a day. A one-sided perspective of a subject, or even the concept of the subject, inevitably tends to be reductive. This is why I was interested more in the connections which are formed between and within subjects than in systematic categorisation.
	With this in mind, and for the purpose of this conclusion, Hannibal ultimately has come to represent to me the issue of the paradox of the intellectual, through the sublimation of violence. Hannibal then reflects humanity’s struggle in its search for excellence and greater forms of power, which sometimes is a ruthless climb, sometimes a pointless and slow labour, but always a visceral experience. Even we, as readers, are certainly with the characters in the book in this search for this power; and we then seek to use it on others who are beneath us, or other things which we find are beneath our concern as well, such as our natural environment. Alienated from nature and from any real sense of an intelligent morality, indeed from reason itself, we quest obsessively for power and for a sense of power to wield, in the ultimate pursuit of joy. But we are plagued by fear, by the inexorability of fate, by death and decay, by failure and powerlessness; these too help give substance to our realities. It comes down to influence, to transformation, to an assertion of the fittest. Those who are more powerful will not necessarily cater to those who are less powerful, quite the opposite: those with more power will seek to use the ones with less for their own purposes, for their own advantage, disregarding any sense of morality, and will do so because they can. This is the paradox of intelligence which Hannibal signifies, the inherent impossibility of justice and equality and even harmony. This is the dark side of excellence. Despite this obvious breach in any pretension towards a just and fair system of human interaction, and as if to make the problem only the more severe and contradictory, a reversal of the positions of power between living beings would very likely change nothing. This is to say that if we made the less powerful more powerful, then the odds are good that the same system of abuse and oppression would replicate itself; that in the natural dispensation of power, abuse and conflict is simply unavoidable. This is also expressed by the many characters in the books who all have personal agendas and will stop at nothing to fulfil them. Hannibal seems to be the only one who understands this state of affairs and even openly mocks them. It makes it much harder to judge Hannibal for his selfishness and violence when all around him the supposedly more humane characters display a remarkable aptitude for the same, albeit on a different scale. The difference is, mostly, that Hannibal has assumed openly who he is, whereas the other characters often pretend to be something that they are not.
In art we seek to sublimate violence in order for it to express, amongst many things, this inescapability, that life is conflict, and we sublimate it to make it more enjoyable, more intellectually stimulating, but also to criticise it. We all know it to be degrading and ultimately monstrous. Sublimated violence is, in itself, the representation of our very monstrous natures which are fundamentally paradoxical, as we are both seduced by the brutality as well as repulsed by it. This, I feel, is wonderfully expressed in the segment where Hannibal observes, for pleasure, the faces of the people when they attend the exposition called “Atrocious Torture Instruments” (HLT, 869): 

	The expositions of Atrocious Torture Instruments could not fail to appeal to a connoisseur of the worst in mankind. But the essence of the worst, the asafoetida of the human spirit, is not found in the Iron Maiden or the whetted edge; Elemental Ugliness is found in the faces of the crowd. (idem, 870)

This elemental ugliness, this reality, is expressed in all the three perspectives I have chosen to adopt for the dissertation. And the reality is that we are the monsters. Of course we are not just monsters, but the fact that we are is often overlooked or neglected. This is the link between all three of my approaches, that they all can and do represent this paradox of intelligence, that they all benefit from the sublimation of violence, which is to say the fundamentally aesthetic experience of life, that because it is beautiful it is just, and that these proceedings transform us, inevitably, as they have to do with our fundamental being and becoming as readers and thinkers. And to make us think is the point of all this art which I mention, but also to make us feel, to make us see and understand, or attempt to understand, some of the more obscure aspects of existence, such as the inescapable role of fear and violence in the construction of our realities. It is a confrontation with the real. From then onwards the responsibility is ours to do with it as we will. In the meantime, we adopt strange and bewildering states of being by forfeiting reason and taking tremendous pleasure in the gushing injustice of human society and relations, in the grotesque consequence of our influence over one another, and all the drama and pain and suffering which ensues. And all of this is conducive towards pleasure and even joy. That this horror happens to another character and not to us, and that it happens to us in only a fraction of the intensity, only makes the experience all the more sweeter. We would rather hold on to this drama, as a fundamental part of our identities, rather than truly overcome it. Even Nietzsche himself assumed the human narrative of oppression to simply continue on, even with a higher form of humans. 
It is the links which give us meaning, which make us or break us, which fuel the transformations which give shape to our identity, and I maintain that a search for connections that enable us is worthwhile, regardless of its potential consequences, despite the paradox of intelligence, for we are alive, and to live is to experience, and to experience is to be transformed. Transformation is an essential component to existence, and it would be to our advantage to acknowledge it, so that we can harness it meaningfully, having as a pursuit not merely joy, but empathy and understanding, so that the monsters which we are or have the potential to be, can be less fundamentally reckless, but constructive, progressive, with room for the construction of something better, something new, not so untameable.
	To further the debate on metamorphosis and its impacts on literature and identity, other books could be visited as well as other fields of research. I think two major fields that could be looked at and explored more in-depth would have to be the field of aesthetics in literature and art and the study of ethics and literature. I have already touched upon these themes but I have not mentioned them explicitly, or discussed them in-depth in that sense, because they were not the focus of my reasoning. To study the conflict between aesthetics and ethics in the pursuit of meaning in literature and in the world would be valuable even within the themes which I have deliberated upon and would greatly enhance our understanding of both thought-structures. These also link beautifully with the issue of identity and becoming, that is to say metamorphosis, as priorities collide in regard to the individual who attempts to navigate his way through a life replete with often contradictory influences and oppression. With this in mind, the theory of post-modernism and deconstruction, alongside the more advanced and modern conception of the sublime (whereas in my own work I was based greatly on Burke), would make for a remarkable prospection of the nature of modern identity as well as modern transformation and would greatly develop some of the subjects I have worked on. It feels like a natural extension to carry these issues which I have written about towards the ever-increasingly complex reading of the present and future which post-modern studies allows, but that I have not done so says more about time limitations rather than a limit on my own field of interests. 
	Metamorphosis is an infinitely rich and complex theme and could be said to be essentially omnipresent. However, there are some books which might emphasize it more greatly than others, books which dwell on very deep transformations also through acts of transgression and defiance. Milton’s Paradise Lost (1667), for instance, makes me think of this greatly. Defiance and opposition in the pursuit of great personal growth, acts of violence and acts of liberation in the process of defining an identity, these are some of the tones which I would dearly like to pursue, and which would make the research material come alive with great consequence.
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^1	 	 A movie which expresses this enthralling and elemental concept exceedingly well is Terrence Malick’s The Tree of Life (2011), by establishing a parallel between the cosmological nature of the universe with that of the single human family. This movie displays an extraordinary range, as it concerns itself with all things regardless of their scale, suggesting that the smallest of elements is as remarkable and consequential as the biggest of events, as if there is no real separation except that separation which is convenient for our cognitive processes to develop. 
^2	 	 Walter Scott wrote on The Monk, saying “The Monk was so highly popular, that it seemed to create an epoch in our literature” (apud McEvoy, 2008: 30). 
^3	 	 “Scarcely had the Abbey-Bell tolled for five minutes and already was the Church (…) thronged with Auditors. Do not encourage the idea that the Crowd was assembled either from motives of piety or thirst of information. But very few were influenced by those reasons; and in a city where superstition reigns with such despotic sway as in Madrid, to seek for true devotion would be a fruitless attempt” (TM, 8).
^4	 	 On the issue of the representation of the female body and female identity in The Monk, read Emma McEvoy (2008: 17).
^5	 	 As McEvoy observes, “the text seems to have a Sadean fixation on female mortality, and the idea of the pure woman. Agnes, fallen from virginal purity, becomes spectral and is rewarded with the livid corruption of her babe. (…) There is an insistent harping on mortality and sex (…) [which] renders Agnes a replica of the Bleeding Nun as she starves in her cell” (2008: 25). 
^6	 	 Vijay Mishra speaks of the Gothic sublime in the following terms: “The sublime, in metaphysical terms (…) inhabits the ‘pure daemon’ in us. (…) It is as if there is a momentary letting-go of the Law of Reason as the imagination is pushed to a crisis point, to the condition of excess (emotional, aesthetic, cognitive, and the like) so that it enters into its own abyss, in to a chaos from which, if not recalled, it could never return” (2012: 291).
^7	 	 The works that I am referring to are, respectively the classic film The Wolf Man (1941), and Dracula, by Bram Stoker (1897), but endless examples of metamorphosis abound in Gothic fiction. 
^8	 	 Eric Savoy provides a very comprehensive analysis of Wieland, in which he reflects on another concept the Gothic has appropriated: the terrifying notion that the sins of the fathers shall be visited upon the children (2002: 172). This simply follows from the idea of the inescapability of the past which is used by many Gothic authors, and explores the notion of consequence in quite an overbearing scale, where a trauma, or a “sin,” might outlive even the parents and infect the children, regardless of their will, and may even be perpetuated indefinitely, or until the bloodline dies. The tale of Edgar Allan Poe, The Fall of the House of Usher (1839), explores this concept quite well, evincing a family tragedy that could only end in total destruction, where even the house itself implodes under the pressure of its own history.
^9	 	 For more on Poe’s view on beauty, read his essay “The Philosophy of Composition” (1846), and Oscar Wilde’s novel The Picture of Dorian Gray (1890), along with the preface, which puts this vision into literal.ly practice.
^10	 	 Here I am referring to Edmund Burke and his work A Philosophical Enquiry (1757), specifically his vision of beauty as something that is pleasing to the senses; a nice smell a fine looking figure, and so on.
^11	 	 Freud provides a superb analysis of Hoffman’s tale in his famous essay “The Uncanny” (1919).
^12	 	 This idea of the claustrophobic encounter with death that reveals great insight but is regardless purely horrific and unexciting is surveyed quite well in Joseph Conrad’s novel Heart of Darkness (1899). In the novel, both the narrator Charles Marlow and Kurtz explore laborious struggles with death. But it is the iconic scene with Kurtz in his final moments that is perhaps most revealing, when he appears to pierce beyond the veil which separates life from death and exclaims, “The horror! The horror!” (HD, 86). This suggests the meaninglessness of life, of the futility of struggle and even of hope in the face of the emptiness which awaits us; or even perhaps of something else even more unimaginably horrible.
^13	 	 We could aptly call him Mr. Hide instead, in reference to the secret desires which he hid and was only able to unearth thanks to an alchemical miracle which transformed him.
^14	 	 Films and even videogames have been mediums through which the Gothic has found new platforms and audiences, rising in terms of popularity, carrying with it a deep link with the science fiction genre. Movies like Event Horizon (1997) or the Alien franchise (1979-1997) display both acute conventional Gothic conventions (re-imagined to fit the space age paradigms where a big hulking ship can be like a colossal tomb and the silence of space much like the eerie stillness of death) and even metamorphosis (where an alien creature consumes other life-forms in order to evolve in its appearance and ferocity). Fred Botting, in his essay “Aftergothic: consumption, machines, and black holes,” speaks about the popular computer game Doom (1993) as an example of the modern influence of the Gothic genre: “There is something strangely familiar about this popular computer game. Its labyrinths, ghostly figures, and monstrous mutants evoke primitive fears and instinctual responses; its violent shocks and graphic images set the pulse racing” (2002: 277). As is to be expected, the influence of the Gothic genre does not stop there, but exists in countless other examples.
^15	 	 The Doppelganger is, as Freud explains in his essay “The Uncanny,” “in all its nuances and manifestations (…) the appearance of persons who have to be regarded as identical because they look alike. This relationship is intensified by the spontaneous transmission of mental processes from one of these persons to the other (…) so that the one becomes co-owner of the other’s knowledge, emotions and experience. Moreover, a person may identify himself with another and so become unsure of his true self; or he may substitute the other’s self for his own” (141-2).
^16	 	 Milton’s figure of Satan in Paradise Lost (1667) could be said to have initiated a tradition of anti-heroes (or perhaps even Gothic heroes) ranging from Ambrosio in The Monk to Kurtz in Heart of Darkness, or even Hannibal Lecter in The Hannibal Lecter Trilogy. These are attractive figures, rendered so by the quality of the writing, and seen in their power of rhetoric and insight into the human ‘soul’. But they are also charged symbols, contradictory and wild. Liking these characters places the reader in an uncomfortable, but exciting, position, one where he finds himself relating on an emotional and intellectual level with a character who, for instance, is a murderer and a cannibal.
^17	 	 The film Session 9 (2001), directed by Brad Anderson, elegantly shows how the asylum has come to mean a new place of horrors where the negative charge of the human psyche can be seen to great effect. 
^18	 	 In Ovid’s Metamorphoses (8 AD), Orpheus, a character from myth who is a renowned musician and poet, travels to the Underworld or Hades, a realm of darkness where souls travelled to after death, in an attempt to rescue his wife, Eurydice, who had died. Again we have the idea of travelling down into some forbidding place, where the adventurer is confronted with great and terrible things while in search of his bounty. 
^19	 	 I will explore the character of Mason Verger in greater detail in the third chapter of this dissertation: “Hannibal as an Overhuman and the Paradox of Intelligence”.
^20	 	 This idea of influence and of a world in flux departs from what one would expect in terms of an orderly story, which is made clear by the presence of the evasive and indeterminate reality of Chaos. This undermines the idea of a neat chronology of history, as from the very beginning Ovid seems to say that life is infinitely more complicated than linear human structures, and that we may try to wrest control from nature only at the risk of sounding ridiculous and being fundamentally inadequate. As Alessandro Schiesaro says, “The poem does at one level hold out the promise to proceed in an orderly fashion (…), but it actually reveals the existence of an undetermined past occupied by Chaos whose boundaries are in all senses elusive” (2002: 67).
^21	 	 Identity as fundamentally hybrid is a curiously contemporary notion in modern western culture, as seen, for instance, in Salman Rushdie’s The Satanic Verses (1988) relating to issues such as that of migration. It would seem that we have come full-circle, which speaks volumes on how modern Ovid truly is.
^22	 	 For more on this, see Harold Bloom’s The Anxiety of Influence (1973).
^23	 	 “Desire is born of simulacra, incorporeal images that tease the mind and are easily snatched away by winds. (...) in his Pygmalion episode he gives a very novel twist to the notion that simulacra are inevitably incorporeal as Pygmalion’s beloved woman-statue actually comes to life. Yet this fundamental sense of unattainability is central to so many Ovidian descriptions of pursuit, especially in the Metamorphoses” (Schiesaro, 2002: 70).
^24	 	 This image of trauma is handled very creatively by the movie The Cell (2000), where a technology is discovered which allows for psychiatrists to travel quite literally into the mind of their patients and treat them that way. In this film, the dark and twisted mind of a serial killer is visited and found to be an endless maze of very horrible visions, where the child-self of the killer innocently tries to survive, but wanders lost and aimless forever. This is an interesting antithesis of Lecter’s vision of how a mind palace should be.
^25	 	 In his essay “Murder and Mentorship: Advancement in The Silence of the Lambs” (1996), Bruce Robbins makes an interesting case for the presence of eroticism in mentorship as a driving mechanism, which is conditional for the success of the mentorship itself.
^26	 	 Nietzsche was a prolific thinker and also highly controversial, often on purpose, with the intention, certainly, of disrupting embedded behaviours and stale ideas (tradition) and finding something perhaps more exciting, more complex. For instance, in the essays “Nietzsche’s Theory of the Will to Power” (2006), by James I. Porter and “Life and Self-Overcoming” (2006), by Daniel W. Conway, we find this notion of controversy and implicit error reflected in the fact that even though these people are studying Nietzsche, they also contest him. They expound upon him and make the point that to read Nietzsche is to interpret, because ultimately he suffers from the very subjectivity which he defends, and that is acceptable. The end goal, in my understanding, is to make you think and create your own vision, your own world, not necessarily follow the rules like an obedient schoolboy. 
^27	 	 Out of the many English translations of the term Übermensch, I have elected to use ‘overhuman’, as I feel it is the one which best encompasses what is at stake, both an overcoming of the human, as well as the fact that it is a term that can refer to a man or a woman. I will also address the overhuman using the masculine personal pronoun ‘he’ throughout the chapter for ease of use. This also explains why, in several quotes which I use and which are indispensable, the overhuman will be named in different ways.
^28	 	 I am thinking here specifically of the understanding of Sovereignty as is portrayed by Jacques Derrida in his “From Restricted to General Economy: A Hegelianism without Reserve” in Writing and Difference, from which the following quote was extracted: “Sovereignty dissolves the values of meaning, truth and a grasp-of-the-thing-itself. This is why the discourse that it opens above all is not true, truthful or ‘sincere’. Sovereignty is the impossible, therefore it is not, it is (…) ‘this loss’” (2001: 270; his emphasis).
^29	 	 This is not to say that I am trying to sketch a comparison between Hannibal and Nietzsche, but rather a parallel with the ideals Nietzsche sketched, particularly that of the overhuman.
^30	 	 I am thinking here of specific mentions of Hannibal’s self-control. For instance, in the following passage, Dr. Lecter has just been captured by Mason’s people and he is bound in a Christ-like manner, then “Tommaso detects a change in the stillness of the bound man. It is a subtle change, from unconsciousness to unnatural self-control, perhaps no more than a difference in the sound of his breathing. (...) Carlo reached to his back pocket and came out with the electric cattle prod. (...) Holding the doctor’s hair with one hand, he pressed the button on the handle (...) and plunged it arcing into Dr. Lecter’s eye. Dr. Lecter made no sound” (HLT, 1140-1; My emphasis).
^31	 	 Arachne, from Ovid’s Metamorphoses, connects to Hannibal in the sense that, with their rhetoric, they expose the world for what it is. She was renowned for her skills with weaving, but suffered from an intrinsically irreligious character, due to her insistence in exposing what she felt to be the truth. In that sense, she chose to depict the Gods as they were, raucous, oppressive, petty, malicious, and not as they would rather be seen. For this and for her boasting, she paid the considerable price of being transformed into something else, and losing her identity (and power). This is a direct contrast with Hannibal, who only improved his identity with his subversive behaviour and transformation. She is an interesting character for me, as it represents further an attack against authority, the highest there is, divine authority. Her punishment for exposing something which was essentially true spurs the need towards subversive behaviour as a tool for the formation of a more complete reality, which is essential for growth. For other links between Ovid’s Metamorphoses and Hannibal, please refer to chapter three: “Transformations in Ovid’s Metamorphoses and the Hannibal Lecter Trilogy”.
^32	 	 I discuss this more elaborately in the second chapter: “Transformations in Ovid’s Metamorphoses and the Hannibal Lecter Trilogy”.
^33	 	 Nietzsche defines the ultimate man as the man so utterly self-content, without any need for personal development but instead untiring self-acceptance and a passivity which is akin to apathy. Without any questions, he has no need for answers, the ultimate man “lives longest. ‘We have discovered happiness,’ say the Ultimate Men and blink.” (Zarath., 46). The ultimate man is like a graveyard, where all things go to die.
